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INTRODUCTORY SKETCH 


In writing of Carmen Sylva, Queen of Rumania, 
one does not know whether to call her poet-queen or 
queen-poet. Doubtless her royal position has had 
something to do with her fame as poet, and certainly 
her poetry has directed the world’s eye to that far-off 
throne in southern Europe. She would not, then, be 
what she is, we are forced to conclude, were she not 
both poet and queen. Queens have always been in¬ 
teresting in literature, even if posing only as an inspira¬ 
tion. They have almost invariably been “fair women.” 
Pictures and poems arise as we name them — Esther of 
Persia, Dido of Carthage, Cleopatra of Egypt, Mary of 
Scotland. The last is said even to have written poems 
herself; she certainly wrote a celebrated Latin hymn, 
but the poems — presumably not addressed to her cousin 
Elizabeth, else there would be no lack of fervor in them 
— do not find their place in literature. In general, 
royalty has inspired rather than produced literature. 
But with the present age this has changed. Applicable 
to monarchs as to men is the statement that “nowa¬ 
days every one writes books,” and no truer in one case 
than in the other is the wicked end of the saying, “ but 
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only fools publish them.” The Queen of England pub¬ 
lishes her journals; one of her daughters*writes articles 
for the magazines; the King of Sweden prints sagas in 
verse; the Crown Prince of Austria publishes tales of 
travel and adventure; and even the Pope of Rome pub¬ 
lishes to the world a collection of poems. But with all 
these the production of what may be kindly called 
literature, is pastime; to the Queen of Rumania, on 
the other hand, her literary work is life. IIow and 
why this is so may be learned from a brief glance at 
her career. 

Like many of the heroines of fiction, Elizabeth, Prin¬ 
cess of Wied and Queen of Rumania, was born of an 
ancient and honorable family. So far back as 1093, 
says Natalie Freiin von Stackelberg, in her life of 
Carmen Sylva,* the counts of Wied were a mighty 
race of rulers. Their possessions on the right and left 
banks of the Rhine stretched as far as Eifel and the 
Westerwald. Their most ancient residence w-as the 
castle of Upper-Altwied; afterward for generations the 
family lived in the castle of Lower-Altwied; and finally 
in the early part of the eighteenth century the castle of 
Neuwied was built, and in this the Princess Elizabeth 
was born. The town of Neuwied is situated in one of 
the most beautiful sections of the Rhine country. It is 
a short distance below Coblenz and on the same bank 

* 9lu$ barmen SgloaMJ fieben. 85on Sflatalie freiin von 
etaddberfl. 
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as Ehrenbreitstein. The castle commands a most 
picturesque view of the cities and villages and mountain 
spurs that follow the winding course of the river. 

With the fortunes of the family of Wied we are not 
specially concerned. The counts played their parts in 
the conflicts of the Middle Ages, in the Thirty Years* 
War, and in the Seven Years* War. In 1784 the 
countship of Wied was raised by Joseph II. to the 
dignity of a principality, but at the Congress of Vienna 
the semi-independence which the house had enjoyed, 
was taken away and the greater part of its possessions 
was placed under Prussian dominion. 

It is of interest however, to note that Elizabeth’s 
family has been, to a considerable extent, a family of 
students, scholars, and even writers. The first distin¬ 
guished scholar of the family was Maximilian, brother 
of Prince August and great-uncle of Elizabeth. His 
life was devoted to the study of natural history. During 
the first half of this century he travelled extensively in 
South and North America. His books descriptive of 
his journeys have been of value in their relation to the 
science of natural history, and his collection of speci¬ 
mens of mammalia, birds, fishes, reptiles, etc., has been 
purchased since his death by the American Museum of 
Natural History in Central Park, New York, where it 
is still exhibited under the name of “The Prince Max¬ 
imilian of Wied Collection.” Maximilian’s sister, 
Louise, had special talents in music, painting and poetry. 
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Her “Songs of the Solitary,” though perhaps over- 
pious, have a poetic quality. Prince Hermann, the 
father of Elizabeth, was a philosopher. The titles of 
his books and pamphlets are profound. For many 
years an invalid, he devoted himself assiduously to study 
and speculation, finding his sole recreation in the his¬ 
torical works cf Mommsen, Ilausser and Ranke, and in 
the occasional use of the brush, for which he had a 
natural talent. Elizabeth’s mother, Maria, brought 
from the house of Nassau the qualities of heart that, in 
her child, were to find their complement in the qualities 
of mind bequeathed by the father. Of such stock 
and of such a union was Elizabeth, Princess of Wied, 
bom. 

The year of her birth was 1843, mont h December, 
and the day 29. Her childhood was just what would 
be expected from her inheritances, and the method, 
manner and circumstances of life at Neuwied and 
Monrepos, the family’s summer-house. Her bringing- 
up was superintended by her mother, acting under the 
advice of the Prince, her husband, and assisted by the 
same governess who had had charge of her own educa¬ 
tion. This governess had a rare fund of fairy tales and 
legends stored away in her memory, which were doubt¬ 
less the first stimulant applied to the young Elizabeth's 
imaginative powers. She was an original child. And 
yet in many respects she was like all children. She had 
a passion for dolls, which she called her children. 
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When she first met strangers her invariable question 
was, <f Have you also children?’ 1 We learn in the poem 
entitled „gifd}er," page —, which is tenderly and pathet¬ 
ically autobiographic, that this question of the child is 
still the question of the Queen. Stories of the little 
princess’s generosity are told by Natalie von Stackel- 
berg, to whom I must acknowledge my indebtedness for 
all anecdotes not otherwise credited. When the merest 
child she was filled with compassion for the poor. One 
day her mother gave her a quantity of new woolen cloth, 
greatly to Elizabeth’s delight, “for now,” she said, 
“I can give all my dresses to the poor.” “But,” said 
the mother, “would it not be better to give the cloth 
to the poor, to whom your white dresses would be of 
little use?” The princess, who was by no means a 
goody-goody child, and had a will of her own, com¬ 
prehended, nevertheless, her mother’s question, and 
with her little brother at once set forth to carry the 
cloth to a poor woman. 

Many of the stories of Elizabeth’s youthful years 
have become household tales, and scarcely need to be 
told again. All who know anything of her childhood 
will remember how she played truant, not by staying 
away from school, but by going to school one day. She 
had always, during the beautiful summer-days at 
Monrepos, had a great desire to attend school with the 
village children. Permission had been denied her until 
one morning she rushed in upon her mother, who was 
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absorbed in household duties, and begged to be allowed 
to go to school with the farm children. Without com¬ 
prehending the question the mother nodded her con¬ 
sent, and away ran the little princess. She arrived at 
the school while the singing lesson was in progress and 
at once took her place beside the other children, greatly 
to the satisfaction of the school-master, who was 
flattered by her presence. He had no mark of reproof 
for her when she raised her voice to such a pitch as to 
drown the voices of all the other children. Not so, 
however, with the child who stood next to her, and who 
thought it unbecoming to sing so loud. This youngster 
clapped her hand over the princess’s mouth by way of 
rebuke, and to show that the other children, if they did 
not have equal voices, had at least equal rights. In the 
meantime the absence of the princess had been noticed 
at the palace, and after a vain search the servants were 
put on the right track and found and carried the child 
home in disgrace. This story ought to end here; for 
we are sorry to learn that the democratic enthusiasm of 
the child was punished by imprisonment for the re¬ 
mainder of the day. 

Elizabeth’s interest in poetry was excited at an ex¬ 
tremely early age. There is no doubt but that she felt 
the influence of the poets with whom, in company with 
her parents, she frequently came in contact. During a 
brief residence in Bonn they w ere visited almost daily 
by Ernst Moritz Arndt, the poet, who, with the eight- 
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year-old princess on his knee, would recite his patriotic 
poems till the child’s cheek flushed and her heart beat 
with excitement. Among their other frequent visitors 
were Lessing, Bunsen, Neukomm and others distin¬ 
guished in literature. But not only was she privileged 
to hear poetry; she was compelled to learn it. Every 
Sunday morning she and her little brothers were ob¬ 
liged to recite poems to their father and mother. By 
the time the princess was nine years old, she could 
commit a poem of almost any length to memory, pro¬ 
vided only it were not in the Alexandrine meter, which 
was to her an abomination. At this time also she 
began to write occasional verses herself. When 
scarcely fourteen she had plotted dramas and dreadful 
tragedies. The more horrible these latter were, the better 
she liked them. Though she read early and late only 
the most beautiful poems, her fantasy produced only 
the most terrible ideas. This constant contrast in ab¬ 
sorption and production had its effect upon her moods, 
which were alternately gay and melancholy. “ I cannot 
help myself,” she was wont to confess mentally; “I 
cannot be gentle; I must rage. I would thank these 
mortals from the bottom of my heart, if they only had 
patience with me. It would not be so bad if I could 
but open the safety-valve and let the poetry come.” 
When, later in life, there was cause for the deepest woe 
and melancholy, this safety-valve opened of itself. 

At fifteen years of age Elizabeth settled down to 
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study in earnest. Her governess was replaced by a 
tutor, who was an excellent English scholar. All the 
lessons were conducted in English. She studied Eng¬ 
lish history, arithmetic and geometry, and translated 
into English, Italian and Latin, reading in the latter 
Horace, Ovid and a part of Cicero. She had lessons 
in natural philosophy from the father of an intimate 
friend. A Farisicnne instructed her in French, and read 
with her in the evening the chronicles and memoirs of 
Froissart, Joinville, St. Simon and others, and the 
dramas of Moli^re, Racine and Corneille. To her 
mother she read aloud the German classics and Schil¬ 
ler’s “Thirty-Years’ War.” Lessing’s „ 9 iatljau ber 
21 'etfc" she read to her again and again. In one sum¬ 
mer she read Becker’s History of the World from first 
page to last, and did the same with Gibbon’s history. 
She read daily three newspapers, and devoted herself to 
politics. She studied with interest and enthusiasm, but 
as she said herself, she would throw history or gram¬ 
mar, for which she had a passion, into the comer if she 
could put her hand upon a tale or legend. She came 
upon Elizabeth Wetherell’s “The Wide, Wide World,” 
and read it time after time with devouring interest. 
Like many another school-girl, she buried the book 
under her Ovid translations, and stole from ,Duty in 
order that she might give to Pleasure. No one will be¬ 
grudge her the mild excitement when he learns that 
until her nineteenth year she was never allowed to look 
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into a novel of any kind. Even then she was only per¬ 
mitted to read “Ivanhoe** and Freytag’s „©oil Ultb 
^abeit" in the evening after her cup of tea. This was 
a rather serious life for a girl of Elizabeth’s tempera¬ 
ment, but fortunately she was able to find poetic diver¬ 
sion even in the midst of such tasks. She found it in 
the life at Monrepos. This beautiful summer home 
is high upon one of the hills composing the range of 
the Westerwald Mountains. It commands a more 
extensive view than the castle at Ncuwied, and at the 
same time it includes within its horizon all the points 
of beauty that can be seen from the castle in the town, 
upon which it looks down. The glory of Monrepos 
lies in the forest that stretches away from it in mile 
after mile of grateful shade. “ Here the princess Eliza¬ 
beth was in her element,** says her biographer; “here 
were forest and freedom.** She roamed careless and 
gay, with Nature for her only companion. She listened 
to the voices of Nature, to the singing of the birds, to 
the rustling of the leaves, to the rippling of the Wied- 
bach, and to the moaning of the tree-tops; and she 
whispered the secrets of her heart to her voiceful and 
sympathetic companion. She whispered in song, the first 
songs of a young poet-life. She roamed and sang, and 
the people called her the Forest-Rose Princess. From 
her sixteenth year she began to copy her poems regularly 
in a book, whose existence she confessed to no one. 
She wrote simply and naturally, with never a rule to 
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follow but the notes of a bird or the beatings of her 
heart. Until she was thirty years old she knew ab¬ 
solutely nothing of the art of poetical composition. 

She was not happy away from her forest home. 
When seventeen, she made a visit to Berlin, and she 
filled her journal with home-sick verses and songs of 
melancholy. She longed for the breath of the forest 
and the sight of the Rhine. But this visit is remem¬ 
bered less for these youthful verses than for an acci¬ 
dent or incident that befell the Princess. It was 
nothing serious, nothing more than falling down the 
stairs of the palace into the arms of the prince who 
was one day to become her husband. The story seems 
to be founded only on a kind of gossipy tradition, bu 
there is a flavor of romance about it that has led the 
superstitious, viewing the incident from this side of the 
marriage, to believe that the union was fated to occur 
from the day Elizabeth fell into the arms of Prince 
Charles of Hohenzollern on the palace stair. 

In February of 1862, when the princess was eighteen 
years old, her younger brother, Prince Otto, died, after 
a long period of invalidism. The parents were grateful 
that their son’s suffering was at an end, but the death 
was a great sorrow to Elizabeth. The palace seemed 
hollow and deserted, and even when she sought the 
mountain heights she could not get above the heaviness 
of her heart. For a few months she held a little school 
among some poor children, and found diversion in her 
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zeal as teacher. To them she devoted three hours a 
day; she read to her invalid father another three hours; 
and for four or five hours she devoted herself to the 
piano. But when the winter came on, Prince Her¬ 
mann's state of health required a change of climate. 
They went to Baden-Baden, and for a time Elizabeth 
enjoyed the gayeties of life; but while there she re¬ 
ceived the news of the death of her dearest friend, 
Marie von Bibra. This death set the sorrowing muse 
to work again, and many a mourning song was the re¬ 
sult. In the autumn of 1863, however, the sorrow was 
again dispelled by the pleasures of travel. She was in¬ 
vited to accompany the Grand Duchess Helene of 
Russia, a relative of her mother's, in a visit to Switzer¬ 
land. So happy was their life together at Ouchy, on 
Lake Geneva, that the Grand Duchess invited the 
young Princess to return to St. Petersburg with her. 
There she studied the Russian language, read, and 
took music lessons, first of Rubinstein, and later of 
Clara Schumann. While on this visit, her father died 
after years of suffering. But Elizabeth, who was just 
recovering from a severe illness contracted in St. Peters¬ 
burg, did not return at once to Neuwied. In June of 
1864, however, she w r as with her mother again in Mon- 
repos, which now became their home for both winter 
and summer. 

From 1864 until 1868, Elizabeth’s life was uneventful 
except for several journeys in her own country, trips to 
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Paris and Sweden, and an extended visit in Italy. It 
was while in Naples that the Frincess came to the con¬ 
clusion, as the natural result of her studies and sym¬ 
pathies, that she was by nature fitted and by heart 
inclined to become a teacher. She was then twenty- 
four years old. She wrote to her mother that she was 
determined, if she did not marry, to prepare for the 
teacher’s examination. ( She was willing, however, 
patiently to bide her time. But she did not tarry that 
suitors might make their bows before her. She would 
have none of them. One day some friends who were 
discussing matrimonial projects with her, said they 
would like to see her on a throne. “ The only throne 
that would allure me,” she jokingly replied, “ would be 
the Rumanian; for there would still be a chance there 
to accomplish something.” In the light of subsequent 
facts this joke about a throne that did not then exist 
must be considered little less than marvellous, and it is 
not only the superstitious who wag their heads when 
they come to this point of the story of Carmen Sylva’s 
life, and mutter their proverbs about true words and 
jests. 

Rumania was only a principality subject to the Sub¬ 
lime Porte, when in 1866 Prince Charles of Hohen- 
zollern was placed at the head of the state, with the 
title of Prince Charles I. of Rumania. He had distin¬ 
guished himself in the Austro-Prussian war, that grew 
out of the Schleswig-Holstein conflict; and even before 
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that General von Moltke had said, “The young 
Prince of Hohenzollem is destined to play a r 61 e in 
life and to let himself be heard from.” He had not 
been long in Rumania when he made up his mind that 
the country needed a princess as much as it had needed 
a prince, and as quickly he made up his mind that ne 
would offer his heart to Elizabeth of Wied, whom he 
remembered to have met in Berlin, and with whom his 
sister had kept up an active correspondence. The 
Prince confessed the desire of his heart to Elizabeth’s 
mother, who undertook to assist him in his suit, or 
rather, in true German fashion, to conduct it for him. 
A rendezvous that should appear accidental was ar¬ 
ranged at Cologne, and there, in October of 1869, Prince 
Charles and Princess Elizabeth met, fell in love, and 
became engaged all in the space of an afternoon. The 
engagement was a short one of necessity, and on the 
15th of November the marriage was celebrated in Neu- 
wied with such pomp and circumstance as the quiet 
Rhenish town had never seen before. But it was all as 
nothing compared with the splendor of the reception in 
Rumania, and of the marriage ceremony according to 
the rites of the Greek Church. 

After her marriage, Elizabeth devoted herself at 
once to the study of the institutions of the country and 
of the language of the people, which, being a Latin and 
not a Slavic language, was easily acquired by her in 
consequence of her knowledge both of Latin and 
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Italian. In September of 1S70, the Princess became the 
mother of a daughter. For four years only did this 
child live, but those four years were the happiest Eliza¬ 
beth had known since her own childhood. The full, 
warm love of her nature she bestowed upon her little 
Marie. The child was one of hundreds of children to 
succumb to what seemed a plague of diphtheria, typhoid 
and scarlet fevers, which raged in Bucharest during the 
winter of 1873 and 1874. Until April Marie withstood 
the diseases, but then scarlet fever, followed by diphthe¬ 
ria attacked her, and the slender body of the child had to 
yield. The deathbed scene was woefully pathetic. The 
mother watched hopeless and helpless above Marie till 
the last. The little one in her delirium started from her 
trundle-bed and would not lie down. “Oh, no, nol” 
she said in terror, “if I lie down I shall fall asleep and 
never wake up any more.** And a~ain she exclaimed: 
“ I want to go to Sinaia, and drink of the water of Pe- 
Icsch.” But when a glass was reached out to her, she 
shook her head and said, in English, “ All is finished,” 
and shortly after passed away in her English nurse's 
arms. The mother stood there immovable, without a 
tear and without a complaint; she said, simply and 
reverently, “The good Lord loved my child more than 
I, and has taken her to him. I thank God he gave her 
to me.” 

This loss was to Elizabeth like the end of life. She 
had, as we have seen, met death before. First her 
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brother, then her father, and one friend and relative 
after another had been taken from her. Her sorrow in 
each case was keen; but now it was dull and heavy, and 
harder and enduring. It permeated her life; and yet 
she did not wholly give up to it. It broadened her sym¬ 
pathies and increased her benevolences, and, indeed^ 
widened the scope of her life, and made her the “ little 
mother '* of her people. To them she had devoted her¬ 
self from the first. She had found that the jesting 
words of her maidenhood were true indeed: here, in 
Rumania, there was still a chance to accomplish some¬ 
thing. Her first work had been for the school-children. 
A poor-union was established to provide proper books 
for the education of the children. The Princess found 
that there were absolutely no school-books or popular 
works in the Rumanian language, and she set about 
translating at once the best French books for children. 
Her object was less to interest the young than to de¬ 
velop a strong national character, which she well knew 
could not exist without the basis of language. In other 
ways, too, she sought to strengthen Rumanian nation¬ 
ality. She encouraged the use of the national costume, 
and made the wearing of it obligatory at the public 
charity balls in Bucharest. She established a school 
of embroidery, which is one of the national industries, 
and a union called “Concordia/ 1 whose purpose is 
to further the development of all national industries. 
She founded also an asylum for orphans and waifs, 
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in which between four and five hundred girls from 
five to twenty years of age are housed and educated 
in the practical affairs of life. We are told that 
the reputation of this home is so exceptional and 
wide-spread that the young men of Rumania think 
themselves lucky if they can choose a wife from among 
the industrious girls in the 11 Asyle Helene.” To sum 
up in the words of Miss Zimmern,* “ She founded 
schools, hospitals, soup-kitchens, convalescent homes, 
cooking-schools, and erhhes ; she encouraged popular 
lectures; she inculcated respect for sanitary laws, most 
needful in an eastern land; she founded art galleries 
and art schools. ” Some of her charitable enterprises, 
not here enumerated, were described to me in a recent 
letter from the Queen’s private secretary, Mr. Robert 
Scheffer, to whom I am indebted for many suggestions 
and kindnesses. Concluding his description, he says: 
“ But as the Queen does not like her charitable works 
to be known, I shall only add that the quantity of good 
done by her Majesty in private is incalculable, and not 
one-tenth of it is known by the public.” 

All this work, which she had begun while 11 Itty,” as 
her little daughter was endearingly called, was still 
alive, the childless mother found a sweet solace in the 
days of her great sorrow. A still greater comfort, how¬ 
ever, was found in an appeal to that talent which had 
been hers from childhood, but which had never been 

* The Century Magazine, August, 1884. 
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cultivated. No one dreamed that the Princess Eliza¬ 
beth was a poet. But one day a native poet named 
Alexandri called upon her in Bucharest, and she said 
to him : “ I would like to make a confession to you, but 
I have not the courage for it.” After a long silence, 
however, and amid many blushes, she added: “ I, too, 
make verses.” At Alexandras request she produced 
some of her songs, and the poet was warm in his praise 
of them. lie urged her to continue writing, and in¬ 
dited many poems to her himself, which she translated 
from the Rumanian tongue into German. While at 
work upon these translations, she wrote: 

“ The greatest possible change has come over my poet-life. I had 
no idea that poetizing is an art, or that one must learn how to be a 
poet. I had supposed that to learn to make poems would be like a 
man teaching a bird to sing. Verses and rhymes flowed from my 
pen more easily than prose. I feared, as soon as I attempted to bind 
myself to rules and methods, I should forfeit my talent as punishment 
of my empty conceit. In the terrible pain of the spring of 1874, songs 
were no longer a relief. Only the strain of exhausting toil could 
deaden it. And so I took to translating.” 

She applied herself diligently to this work, and said 
soon after that she had learned more by translating than 
in any other way. She showed her work to another poet 
of local fame, whose advice and assistance she received. 
In the following summer, with her mother, she paid a 
visit to England, and spent two days with Max Miiller at 
Oxford. She had with her a little book in the form of a 
missal, which she had prepared for her mother, and 
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which she called “My Journey through the World: a 
collection of Rhymes and Verses, dedicated to the 
Mother Heart.” The book contained the poems that she 
had composed from her sixteenth to her thirtieth year. 
Scarcely one of these was known to her mother. 
Charles Kingsley was present when she surprised her 
mother with the gift. Elizabeth showed to them the 
four lines in which she prayed God to preserve her 
child from unhappiness, want, and sin; and as she 
pronounced the last line: „3>u toctfjt : 3d) Ijabe itur 
GincS," Kingsley’s eyes filled with tears, and the mother 
wept for joy and pain. 

In January, 1875, Elizabeth wrote: “I am not trans¬ 
lating at all now, because I write so much myself.” 
Her poetic activity w r as at its height when she was 
visiting Sinaia. This beautiful region was to Bucharest 
what Monrepos had been to Neuwied. Here again she 
found freedom and the forest. The beautiful stream of 
Pelesch dances down the rough side of the mountains 
and winds into the valley of Sinaia. It is shaded by 
primeval forests in which the nightingales sing and the 
wild-flowers bloom. There the sad mother-heart found 
rest even while her mind was inspired to activity. In 
this region of beautiful wildness she laid the corner¬ 
stone of her summer-house in August of 1875, and the 
dancing stream, for whose water her child called in its 
last delirium, gave its name to the castle whose towers 
rise among the trees of the forest. The princess 
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watched the progress of the structure with the greatest 
possible interest, and with no little sympathy for the 
workmen whose polyglot of tongues — no less than 
twelve in number — made the silences about the for¬ 
est and the quarries ring with strange sounds. Had 
she not watched the toilers in the quarry near by, from 
which all the material for the castle was taken, she pro- 
babably would never have written the touching song of 
,,©tcinfd)nciber," page 142. 

It was at the end of this summer that Elizabeth 
wrote the libretto for an operetta performed during the 
following winter in Bucharest. The work was a poeti¬ 
cal adaptation of an old Rumanian legend. 

When the princess had been working at her poetry 
zealously for more than two years, at such times and 
hours as freedom from official life permitted, and just 
at the time when she had sufficient material to lead 
her to think of publishing her work to the world, the 
Turko-Russian war broke out, and Rumania became 
the battle-ground of a terrible conflict. That was not a 
time for poetry, except of the heroic order. The poetry 
of words was forgotten in the poetry of deeds. Prince 
Charles of necessity took Russia’s side, and became a 
gallant leader against the Turkish crescent. Princess 
Elizabeth followed the army, and sought to temper the 
misery of the battle-field. She was the Florence Night¬ 
ingale of the war. Her people called her “ the mother 
of the wounded.” Childless, she was always a mother. 
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She moved from bed to bed in the hospitals, and 
spoke words of comfort, nay almost of healing. She 
was worshipped by every sufferer. At the close of the 
war a marble statue was raised to her by the wives of 
the officers of the Rumanian army as a memorial of the 
merciful part played by her on the battle-field. Fol¬ 
lowing the war there was a rearrangement of boundary 
and territory between Russia and Rumania, which was 
ratified by the treaty of Berlin, which, at the same time, 
recognized the independence of Rumania as a kingdom, 
though providing that certain conditions should be ful¬ 
filled. These were carried out, and in March, 1S81, 
Prince Charles issued his royal proclamation. On the 
22d of May he was crowned with a diadem made from 
cannon captured at Plevna, where he distinguished 
himself, as did his people, for bravery. At the same 
time a golden crown was placed upon the head of “ the 
mother of the wounded.** The ceremony was carried 
out with true royal magnificence, and the day and night 
were given up to festivities and rejoicing. 

It is only since the end of the Turko-Russian war 
that the Queen, as we must now call her, has appeared 
in literature. It was in 1880 that the first book was 
published, bearing on its title-page the name “ Carmen 
Sylva” — an appropriate pen-name for one who loves 
the song and the forest as Elizabeth always has. This 
first book consists of translations into German of the 
Rumanian poems of Alexandri and others. At this same 
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time she wrote a French comedy for a company in Bu¬ 
charest, and a number o£ aphorisms in French, which 
were afterwards published in Paris under the title of 
“ Pensees d’une Reine. M * In 18S1 the queen published 
her first book of original poems. The book is enti¬ 
tled „0tiirmc" and contains four poems: „©appl)D,* 
irVatntnerflein," ,/Ucbcr ben ©affern," and 
bind)." I cannot go into a criticism of these poems, 
which are of varying merit. Both Miss Zimmem t and 
Professor Boyesen f agree that is the best 

of the four. Of this Professor Boyesen says: — 

“ Miss Zimmern has anticipated me in saying that 11 Sappho,” the 
principal poem in this volume, is quite un-Greek. It is, in fact, both 
in form and conception, as Germanic as possible. It has none of the 
bright and unconscious sensuousness and heedless grace of Greek 
song. The fateful dream of Lais, the daughter of Sappho, with 
which the poem opens, bears some resemblance to the dream of 
Chriemliild in the first canto of the 11 Niebelungen Lay,” although 
butterflies are substituted for eagles. But apart from the moral ana¬ 
chronism which is implied in the domestic virtues and Teutonic con¬ 
scientiousness of the Lesbian poetess, there is much to admire. As a 
mere woman, without reference to age or nationality, Sappho is 
strongly and vividly delineated, and the songs which she sings, 


* That this work has a high standing in France may be judged 
from the fact that the French Academy, on April 25, 188S, voted to 
offer its author a medal of honor, devoting to this purpose a part of 
the accrued interest of the prize-fund established by Mrs. Vincengo 
Botta, of New York, for literary works composed by women, 
t The Century Magazine, August, 1884. 
t The Independent, November 24,1887. 
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though they have neither the Sapphic meter nor spirit, are lyrical 
gems which we could ill afford to miss. Thus the charming little 
lay: „2Benrt tobt tdj toerbe feiit," in the third canto, has an “ un¬ 
premeditated art" which none but true singers attain. It expires 
like a sigh in the air, and is as eloquent of the emotion which 
prompted it The hexameter in “ Sappho ”^is handled with much 
skill; but the perpetually occurring alliteration, to my mind, inter¬ 
feres with its melodious effect. As a metrical device alliteration is of 
Germanic origin, and seems alien to the spirit of Greek poetry. 
There is also a certain exasperating monotony in the constantly re¬ 
peated initial letters, which gives an air of artificiality even to the 
noblest verse." 

In 1882 appeared *$>te $e$e," a collection of poems 
inspired by Carl Cauer's statue of “ The Witch.” Of 
this book Miss Zimmern says; — 

“ This work is very characteristic of the Queen’s writings, in that 
she is apt to write too fast, so that excellent fundamental ideas are 
made abortive by inadequate execution. She does not observe the 
Horation maxim; the impetuosity that is a part of her character is 
reflected in her work. She lacks patience. This fault is really to be 
deplored, and the more that the Queen has genuine poetical gifts, a 
fine fancy, a musical ear, fire, and grace. But her facility consti¬ 
tutes her weakness. Had she not been a royal author, had she had 
to do battle with the exigencies, caprices, uncertainties of publishers 
and editors, she would have received just that schooling which she 
lacks, and which hinders her from being a great poet, and confines 
her within the ranks of minor singers.” 

I cannot find the evidences of haste that appear 
to Miss Zimmern. The portions of „ 2 )te $C£e" that 
might have been hurriedly done are those written in an 
unrhymed trochaic tetrameter, but even these show no 
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carelessness in construction. And there are poems 
in the work which are as good in point of technique as 
anything the Queen has done. It is, moreover, hardly 
fair to charge with violation of the Horatian maxim one 
who kept the secret of her compositions to herself from 
her sixteenth to her thirtieth year, and only began to 
publish when she was nearly forty. 

The next poetical work of Carmen Sylva’s that was 
published is entitled „3el)0DaV' ^ describes the wan¬ 
derings of Ahasuerus in search of God. His journey 
begins with the scoffing assertion, if \ fein ©ott!" 

and ends with the acknowledgment, „©ott ijl etoig 
SBerbett." The poem tells its story with force and fer¬ 
vor. “It would be vain,” says Professor Boyesen, “ to 
deny the exalted beauty and dignity of the verse in 
which the wrestlings of Ahasuerus with the infinite are 
depicted.” The Queen’s next volume of verse made its 
appearance in 1883, under the title of „2JMne This 

is a collection of lyrics and songs — the kind of verse that 
shows Carmen Sylva to the best advantage. This was 
apparent even in f)0," the most beautiful parts of 

which are the songs, introduced in much the same way 
and to the same purpose as the interludes are intro¬ 
duced by Tennyson in the “ Princess.” The first poem 
of ff 2ftettte tfhli)" is called „(&armen" and the last, 
Between these boundaries the Queen has 
poured out her heart and made her appeals to and 
from nature, and written down her pretty conceits and 
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the epigrams in which she delights. The first edition of 
^Sfteitte Dlul)* was quickly exhausted t and I have been 
unable to obtain a copy, much to my regret, as it con¬ 
tained the first series of „$antouerferUeber" —* “Songs 
of Toil.” These were withheld by the Queen from 
the second edition in order that she might improve and 
enlarge the series, which has now been concluded, and 
comprises the poems originally published in „9J£etuc 
SM)," and those now first gathered in this volume. 
The Queen will publish the entire collection in a vol¬ 
ume by itself, I am informed, some time during the 
coming winter. 

To a book of poems published in 1884 Carmen Sylva 
gave her whole heart; for this one is entitled „2Jtctu 
9t(jein!" Here she writes of the places she loves 
most, the spots dear to her Sugenbjeit. „ 58 iitgen f " 
Lorelei," „$)ie Sftofet," irSJtonrcpoS/ *2fltn>tcb," are 
some of the titles of the thirty songs that make up this 
book. The songs are as sweet and simple as the twenty 
etchings that adorn the volume are beautiful. One 
more volume of poems has followed this. It is entitled 
„2ftein 23ud)," anc * contains a collection of poems upon 
Egypt. I have not been able to secure the volume, and 
cannot speak of its merits. 

Of the Queen’s recent prose works I have space to 
give little more than the titles. They comprise: „ 2 ei» 
tens ^rbcngong" (1882), a collection of Rumanian le¬ 
gends; „ s #u8 Sarmcn ©tjtoa'S tf onigretdj" (1883), also 
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a collection of tales, which were revised in a new edition 
published last year; „(5in ©ebct" (1883), a story; 
„ 5 fu 3 3*™! SBelten" (1885), a novel; „2ljira" (1886), 
a novel; „(58 $loJ)ft" (1887), a story; and „3etbp0fl" 
(1887), a novel. In the composition of „2lu3 3*^1 
SBelten," „9l(lra," and „gclbp0ft" as well as of a col¬ 
lection of tales called „3n ber 3vre" the Queen had 
the collaboration of the Frau Dr. Kremnitz. In Au¬ 
gust of 1887 the Queen translated a novel by Pierre Loti 
in the space of fourteen days, and published the book 
under the title of „3$lanbfijd}er." During this period 
of marvellous literary activity the Queen also revised 
and brought out a new edition of her 44 Les Pensees 
d’une Reine.” She has had the satisfaction of seeing 
many of her songs set to music by Bungert, Reinecke, 
and other composers. Some are now in preparation 
by Madame Augusta Holmes and Charles Gounod; and 
Bungert, I am informed, is to set the ,,$anbU)erfcrltebcr" 
to music. It is now necessary that I speak in detail 
of these „§anbn)crfcrtiebev" or 44 Songs of Toil,” to 
which I have several times alluded. 

The “Songs of Toil,” which give this volume its 
name, have never been published in Germany or Ru¬ 
mania. Seventeen of these songs, in German and in 
English, were first published in The Independent of New 
York, in November, 1887. Six others were published 
in the same journal in July of the present year. The 
rest appear now for the first time. Early in the summer 
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of 1887 I wrote to Carmen Sylva, in my capacity of edi¬ 
tor of the poetical department of The Independent , 
asking her to contribute to the columns of which I had 
charge. I received in reply seventeen “ songs/’ together 
with the following note from the Queen’s secretary: 

Castel Pf.lesch, August 21st, 1SS7. 

Secretariat de S. M. La Heine de Roumanie. 

Editor op The Independent: 

Sir: — In answer to your honored of the 16th past, Her Majesty 
the Queen, breaking for once her rule of never giving any of her 
productions to a periodical, charges me to send you the second 
series of „$anb!»erferlteber," the first of which was published in 
Carman Sylva’s „9Jleine iSht!)." The inclosed seventeen songs, 
being of quite recent date, have not yet appeared in print, and Her 
Majesty leaves it to your choice to publish them all or to make a 
selection of those most adapted to the American public. In case the 
peculiar and essentially German character of the poems should render 
a satisfactory translation in verse difficult, Her Majesty thinks it 
would suffice to give the German original, adding to it a good trans- 
lation in prose. As to the offered hotiorarium , Her Majesty « 
pleased to accept it as a contribution to the sums produced by the 
sale of her other works, which form a special fund for needy authors; 
you will please send the money to me. I beg also that you will give 
me immediate notice on receipt of the manuscript, and I am, sir, 
Your obedient servant, 

Robert Scheffer, 

Private Secretary to Her Majesty the Queen of Rumania. 

After these poems had been published, the Queen 
herself wrote me the following note: 
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57 lr :—Your translations of my songs are so very beautiful that I 
was quite surprised in reading them. There are very few little things 
you have perhaps misunderstood, but they are scarcely worth while 
talking of when it is all so very good. As I have translated a good 
deal myself, I know the difficulties very well, and I admire your work 
in consequence. I am very happy to be brought in so beautiful a 
clothing before your American public, and I thank you kindly for all 
the pains you have taken. 

Elizabeth. 

With this note the Queen sent me „ 3 ult," page 62, and 
„©d)eeventd)leifcrUeb," page 38, and subsequently her 
secretary forwarded to me the twelve additional songs 
which are included in this volume. 

It is fortunate that the American public should first 
know the Queen as a poet through these „ApanbtDcrfei** 
Ueber ;* for they are at once the index of her character 
and the illustration of her genius. I say genius, for 
certainly the chief attribute of genius is not wanting — 
originality. The „§anbtt>erfcrUeber" in conception and 
expression are original. It is true that in some of 
them, in the ., 33 acfcvlieb," page 92, and in w 3 )ev ©eigen* 
madjer," page 138, for example, there is a suggestion of 
Heine; but this is so slight that we may say that the 
Queen’s songs are distinctively her own. And they are 
the index of her character. No one can read these 
songs and not know the Queen. She said herself, in 
one of her letters quoted by her biographer: “The 
pictures of my fantasy are seldom gay — they never 
were.” Her life has been a sad one, and most of these 
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songs are sung in a minor key. But it is not a selfish 
sadness that the poems reveal. On the contrary, her 
boundless sympathy for the poor is the most striking 
disclosure of these “Songs of Toil." It is as special as 
it is comprehensive. In each case does she seem to have 
entered into the life, made up of trials, hope, pride, am¬ 
bition, discouragement, sorrow, or joy of the one whose 
song she is singing. No proud queen ever showed such 
touch of sympathy. She has the soul to feel and the 
gift to sing. Into the lives of others she pours her own 
heart-beats. How admirably in the „0d)ifferlicb," page 
68, has she contrasted the two phases of the boatman’s 
life, whose home is on the Danube. We see him one day 
sailing merrily down with the current, the picture of in¬ 
dolent ease and joy; and the next day we see him toiling 
along the sandy shore, towing his boat to the upper 
stream, his task severe, but his progress sure. Again, 
one is at a loss to fancy how so disagreeable a subject 
as the ,could have been treated better than 
in the grimly humorous way in which the Queen has 
set forth the „3Rc|*ctcrUcb," page 40 . In „5)cr 0d* 
mann," page 64 , what a vivid glimpse of the farmer 
sowing his seed do the words „ 3 roei ©djrftte bauti bie 
^attbboU" present! Again there is genius in the co¬ 
quetry of the mill-stream; the pathos of the funnier* 
tnanuftUeb," page42, is as simple as it is sweet; „SBcim 
giitieru" page 52, and „23cim 3 Rolten," page 56 , carry 
the odor of clover with them; and so on through the 
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list we find that each has a charm or a piquancy of its 
own, until we come to the „0teiufd)neiber," page 142, 
where we are forced to believe that the question of the 
concluding lines, with its inevitable answer “NoI” ap¬ 
plies to the toiling poor of whatever trade or calling. 

In speaking of the ,,$anbtuerferHcbcr,'' I must not 
overlook their mechanism. The measures are chosen 
with an appreciation that is little short of inspiration. 
For example, wherever the trade of a songster is associ¬ 
ated with any kind of noise or motion, we have both 
sound and motion reproduced in the meter; this onoma¬ 
topoeia is especially noticeable in the „2ftuUerUeb," page 
48; the „j£o|)ferUcb" page 98; „<Pajnermad)cr," page 
46; ff 33cim 0pinrten," page 80; and „T)er 2Mafcr," 
page 130. The Queen has an excellent musical ear; 
the numerous feminine endings and the double rhymes 
are sufficient proof of this. One is even inclined to ad¬ 
mit that her variation of the sonnet form is felicitous, 
as it appears in „2>er ^arbcnrcibcr," page 88; „3)cr 
ftnibbrieftrciger," page 116; and „2)cr 0amamt," page 
64. This substitution for the iambic pentameter of an 
iambic hexameter with extra syllables at the end of the 
third and sixth foot is a musical device of which the 
Hungarian poet Lenau has availed himself in at least 
one notable instance. It is quite possible that his 
poem, „2)cr §erbflabeitb,* may be a favorite with the 
Queen. 

In concluding this sketch of Carmen Sylva’s life and 
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work, and in presenting the translations of her „$anb* 
toertcrlieber," I must urge that her graceful style is not 
to be judged by whatever harshness there may be in the 
English versions. Read the original, those who can; 
the translation, those who must; read, and you will ac¬ 
cept the statement of the venerable poet Whittier, that 
the Queen of Rumania is “crowned not alone with a 
diadem and title, but with the laurel-wreaths of poetic 
genius.* * 

J. E. B. 

New York, August, 1888 . 
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THE SCISSORS-GRINDER’S SONG. 

T^ETCH on your scissors, your slender blade — 
A To make them brilliant and sharp’s my trade; 
i'o every door-step my grindstone comes, 

And on and ever it strolls and hums. 

I and my grindstone, wc wander by, 

And no one asks me from whence come I; 

How poor I am, no one cares to know, 

None care to hear of my spirit’s woe. 

I’m ground by sorrow both day and night, 

And yet I never am polished bright; 

I’m ground by hunger, and though it pales 
The face, to sharpen the wit it fails. 
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Sdjcerenfcfjleiferlteb. 

j^rtngt Ijer bic ©djceren, tic $Ungen fein, 
w 3 $ mad)' fte glanjenb unb jdjarf uitb rein; 
(58 tyarrt mein 9iabd)en nor feber Tljflr, 

Hub fdjnurrt mtb maitbert jo fiir itub fiir. 

3 d) unb mein jRdbdjen, mir gelj'n norbei; 

(50 fvagt mid) Seiner, mofjrr id) fei; 

SBitl Seiner miffen mie arm id) biu, 

2Bill Seiner l)5rcn mie mef) mein ©inn. 

®Ud) fcf)(eift bie ©orge bei Sag unb <ftad)t, 

Unb bat mid) beunod) uid)t fein gemadjt; 

Sftid) ber hunger, unb macf)t bod) nidjt 
Ten 2 Si (3 mir fdjcirfcr ein biant ©eftdjt. 

2Jtid) fdjleift bie ffteue, unb ISfjt mir bod) 

Tas §eqe fdjartig unb rofiig nod). 

Ta8 $ab ift emftg unb raul) ber ©tein — 
©riugt l)cv bie JUingcn — id) mad)' fte fein? 
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Fin ground by grief, but the work is ill, 

For notched and rusty ray heart is, still. 
The wheel is whirling, the stone has grit — 
Fetch on your steel — shall I sharpen it? 



2TTe£gerltc&, 


$|[d) bin eiit §enfcr, id) fdjnringe bag 23cil, 
^ Uub mix id) ireffc, toirb nid)t mel)r Ijeil 
Uitb wen id) biube faun nidjt mcl)r gcij’n; 
Sc{$ flopf id) faffe, fann ntmmer fteb'n. 

3d) bin ein 3)oftor, brum fommt $u ntiri 
3d) Ijeile jebeS ©ebredjen ijiev; 

S)ic $?eben$miibig!eit gd)t fiirbajj 
2Jftt eincnt ein$igen Sibertafj. 

3d) bin cin SESirtl) uub mein SBcin i|l rotf), 
Uub mit ber ilreibc Ijaf 3 fcinc SRotl); 

$or ntcincr ©djntte gcljt nidjt Dorbcl, 

2)ic 9lu^ ift fidjer, bic sjcdje frci! 



TIIE BUTCHER’S SONG. 


T AM a headsman, the ax I swing, 

A And if I strike that ends the thing ; 
And what I tie up cannot get loose — 
The head I grapple can’t slip the noose. 

I am a doctor, so come to me; 

Here heal I every infirmity; 

The hypochondria is cured for good 
By only a single letting of blood. 

I am a landlord, my wine is red; 

I chalk no slate when a man is fed; 
Don’t pass the inn that belongs to me; 
The rest is certain; the score is free! 
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Mjttr ging c$ gut, fo nad) unb nadj; 

2 >ie $inber wurben grog: 

2 Mn eigen §au 8 war miter 2 >ad) — 

@o j$on war mir !cin ©djlofj! 

Unb: „ ©atcr!" fagt fte, *$Sct 6 t 2)u nod) ? 

(Sinflt gab c 8 troden ©rob! 

Sefet sielj'n tn$ etgne £au3 wir bod)!"— 
2 )ic flutter, bie ifi tobt! 


2 >er ©prettier f)at ifjr £au$ gebaut, 

Unb nidjt ber 3intmermann; 

©tatt mciner bat ber s $farrer laut 
2 )en ©egcnSfprud) getban. 

2 JMt geierfaitg unb ©IodcnHang, 

Unb ©lumen blau mtb rotlj, 

^tatt OlaferHang ba8 §er& mir fprang; — 
2 )ie Sftutter, bie iji tobt! 



THE CARPENTER’S SONG. 


M Y lot grew lighter day by day; 

The children grew apace; 

I built a little house last May — 

No palace like that place. 

And — “Father,” said she, “sure you know 
That once we ate dry bread ? 

Into our own house now we go! ”— 

The Mother, she is dead! 

Her house the undertaker made, 

And not the carpenter; 

My grace unsaid, the pastor prayed 
In loud tones over her. 

The day that’s spent with merriment, 

’Mid blossoms blue and red, 

No music lent — my heart was rent! — 

The mother, she is dead. 
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2 Bir batten’s bod) fo toeit gcbrac^t, 

2Bir alteS SBogefyaar I 
SBer bat an’S ©tcrben aud) gebadjt, 

2 Us man beifammcit mar! 

SBerrammelt fuib bie gcufkr bid)t— 
®amit bat’s Icinc Sftotb— 

SBerfauft bas £>aus! 3d) mag cS nidjt— 
®ic Gutter, bie ift tobtt 
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Wc pulled together many a year; 

Like old bird-mates were we; 

But who e’er thinks of dying here 
While both together be ? 

Fast barred is every window-blind — 

I care not what is said; 

Yes, sell the house I I do not mind — 
The mother, she is dead I 



Papicrmacfyer. 

jflie alten Happen nur gugefiibtt! 

$)ie fdjmufc’gcn Sumpen l)ineingcriil)rt — 

3 um 8rci, gum 39 rci, roie bas SBeltgcvidjt! 
3 um 93 rci, gum $ 3 rei, mie ein iang ©ebidjt! 

2 >aun fontmt cs fcfjnecig unb glatt beraue, 

2 lu$ Pollen unb SSalgen unb WabgebrauS, 

3 u groOcit $crrn, mit ber grduleiit £tev ; 
gilt Heine 2)id)ter, gum Wad)tgejdjmicr; 

3 u 3citung«fc^rcibern mit ^oflcsljaud); 
gflr ?iebe§bricfd)cn mit @djmeid)elvaud); 

Unb gu Womanen, b’rin fcfjled^t ergaijlt, 

SBie fid) bie 2ftenfd)I)cit fo rneiter quStt, 

$uf gtcid)cn gefceu, In ben bereinfi 
$>te Sbvanen jlvbmten, um bie bu mcinji! 
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THE PAPER-MAKER. 


'TMIOSE pieces of rags be quick and bring! 

A The dirty old shreds are just the thing — 

For pulp, for pulp to record life’s wrong, 

For pulp, for pulp for a poet's song. 

It comes out smooth and glossy and thin, 

From rollers and wheels and cylinders’ din, 

For lords and ladies their notes to indite; 

For petty poets, who scrawl by night, 

And newspaper scribblers who bluster and blow; 
For little love-letters where compliments grow; 

And stories in which the afflictions of men 
Are wretchedly told by an unskilled pen 

On just such rags as once wiped away 
The tears whereat thou weepest to-day I 
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ZHuUerlteb. 


jK.owie com ©after 
& ©as SKiiiftvab gct)t, 
@o mtrb »om Siebdjeit 
3Jtcin @Utn flcbrcl)t. 


<5@ toft, cS ftrcidjclt, 

(S3 fdjilt unb (priiljt, 
Uub ladjt unb menbct 
2J!ir mcln ©cmfltl). 

SSic fleif id) mcljre, 
eic (priest (o fdjnctl; 
Unb bntminenb menbct 
@id) iljv ©ejefl. 

Uub ptoppert Entmort, 
Unb ijt fo bumrn, 

Unb gc!)t uub glaubt if)r 

SSSeiB nldjt marum. 
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THE MILLER'S SONG. 


J UST as the water 

The mill-wheel twirls. 

My little sweetheart 
My senses whirls. 

She chats, caresses, 

And chides me ill, 

And laughs and changes 
My mood at will. 

And if I murmur, 

She talks so fast; 

And her companion 
Gets cross at last. 

He rattles an answer, 

Some silly cry, 

And goes and believes her — 
He knows not why. 
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2 ) 0 d) ftc fjiipft roeiter. 

2>c8 £eben$ fro!j, 

Uitb mart’s bem 9?ad)flen 
2>ann nneber fo. 

2>cv 23ad) if \ treulo6 # 

2)aS Sftagbtein fdjtedjt — 
D SERii^tcnrabcr! 

D 2JMiller , 8 Ane^t! 
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But on she capers, 
Through life so gay, 
And treats the next one 
The selfsame way. 

The brook is faithless, 
The maiden coy — 

O whirling mill-wheel 1 
O miller boy I 
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Beim pattern. 


J||ie buftig ricdjt’s irn ©tall! Sie $iif)e firetfett 
^ 2>ie ®alfc lattg, mit migcbulb'gcm ©rummen, 
Sett $lee begriifjenb mit gufriebnem ©ummen, 
Itnb uric bie 9?afen fie fo glaitsenb leden! 


Sie fdjonett Sljiere mit bent ©ammetflcibe, 

3m golbtten £id)t ber ©ontnicrmorgenfottne, 

2ftit queUenb unerfdjopftcm £cben8bromte, 

2Jtit golbncn ©ammetaugen tooKer £cibe. 

Uub jhtmm erbulben batut flc bcim ©ebaren 

Ser ©d)mer$en ©eitt. Sie fmb bic aub’rcn $iil)e 
©oU Sftitgefitljl! Safi fpdrlic^ tntb mit 3ftiil}e 
©ie an bent Sage bvummenb 2ftild) gemfifyren. 

Sa8 fyerj’ge ^dlbdjen mug id) nmt bcliigeit; 

Sie $aub im Sinter. SReitte ginger tangen 
5118 Sittcrtrug. See jarten 2Jfduld)cn8 ©augen 
guljr id) fo tuarm mit imtigem ©evgmigen. 
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FODDER-TIME. 


T T ow sweet the manger smells I The cows all listen 
A 1 With outstretched necks, and with impatient 
lowing; 

They greet the clover, their content now showing— 
And how they lick their noses till they glisten I 

The velvet-coated beauties do not languish 

Beneath the morning’s golden light that’s breaking, 
The unexhausted spring of life awaking, 

Their golden eyes of velvet full of anguish. 

They patiently endure their pains. Bestowing 
Their sympathy, the other cows are ruing 
Their unproductive udders and renewing 
At milking-time their labor and their lowing. 

And now I must deceive the darling bossy — 

With hand in milk must make it suck my finger. 
Its tender lips cling close like joys that linger, 

And feel so warm with dripping white and flossy. 
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Sttcfclbe £>aitb, bie rair tie Scute fiiffcn 

SSolI (Sljrfurdjt, unb bic malt unb fpictt unb 
bidjtet — 

£> tjatt' id) imrncr nur ben $lce gcfd^idjtet; 

£a8 imfdjulbs&ollc ^hiljttnb ita^rcn ntiiftenl 
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This very hand my people with devotion 

Do kiss, which paints and plays and writes more¬ 
over— 

I would it had done naught but pile the clover 
To feed the kine tnat know no base emotion ! 
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23 ctm ITColFeti. 

60 ! £iebe SBrouiie! mm gieb fdion bcrl 
^ 2 )anu Icicgt bein ^albdjcn and) um fo mcljr I 

llitb bag 2)u’d luci&t: Don belt tfalbdjcu all' 

3 ft 2 >ciii , d bad frfjoufte nom gaitjeu ©toll! 

©d)U)ovjbrouu ift cd, mit mcifjcm ©tern! 

©clt? 2 )u nullft’d Ijabcu, 2 )ii lecfft fo gcrn? 

2 )a! fitjj 2 )ctu $leiucd! uiib brunune nidjt 2 )it! 
3 d) lafi* cd bod) nidjt $um Xrinfen $ti! 

llnf' J^rait lictmt’d s $olhi)r; bad mar* latent, 

3d) benf: auf 2 )cutfd) nrirb’d tool;! S3nUod)d fciit. 
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MILKING-TIME. 

O oI so! pretty Brownie, come let it down I 
^ I'll give the more milk to your bossy brown I 

You know well enough in yonder stall 
Your bossy’s the prettiest boss of them all, 

With its dark-brown coat and the star on its brow. 
What’s this? You insist you must lick it now ? 

There I Kiss your little one; now be still \ 

Not yet can the bossy drink its fill! 

Madame calls it Pollux; you know the name; 

'Tis the Latin for Bullock—it’s all the samel 
5 / 
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Clm Pfluge. 


jfjter ip bcr Hdergrunb fo ticf unb fdjmcr; 

$djt Ddrfen gieljcu einen <Pflug mit 
Unb rocig geflcibet gelj’n in fuller grille, 

3n fjciper ©littl), bcr 2ftanu, bic grau, bafyer. 

$ein Sung. ©ie fiiljrt, cr briidt bic <Pflugfd)aar fdjr — 
$uf bap auS (Srbenfdjoop it)r $inb crbliibe, 

©ebiert im getb pc, el)’ bcr Sag Uergliibc, 

Jtommt barfup mit bcm ©angling baitn baljer. 

Ginp mar bic 9?ad)t gcreip id), im ©emeilbe 
SBon ©aicrlanb evmadjt, bcr £>eimatl) gu 
glog id) gum SUjein, gum 2ftutterlcin in 33albc! 

„Sap id) in Scutfdjlaub bin, ©ott! geig’ mir’S Su ! 0 
3m5lf §auflein Sung, aitf tellcrgropem ^elbc, 

3m Vittel, ppugf cin SJiann mit feiner $ulj! 
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THE PLOWING. 


T HE soil is here so deep and hard, their might 

Eight oxen spend and strain beneath the plowing; 
And here at morn and when the sun is glowing, 

The farmer and his wife toil, clad in white. 

No dung. She guides, he holds the plow down tight — 
And there her baby, like some blossom growing 
From Mother Earth, is born. Barefoot and bowing 
Beneath its weight, she bears it home at night. 

One night, in the Bavarian forest waking, 

I journeyed homeward hasting to the Rhine, 

Myself to my sweet mother swift betaking. 

“ That this my country is, God give the sign 1 99 
Twelve heaps of dung, in frock a farmer breaking 
His tiny field with plow and cow in line. 
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3m Wee. 


P“ 


fit rotten ©iidjleht int rotten HftMjtt, 
3ur SKittagSruf), 

©a tticfctt fid) fidjentb int gliifierton 
©rei 2Hagblcitt ju. 


©er ©uvjd) bort briibeu int attbcrit gclb 
£at tjergcjelfn, 

Uitb brcl)t nod) ttnmer Me 2Iugeu —gelt? — 
3tn SBeitergefy’n. 


Uitb futgt itttb fd)(enbert Doit Uttgefaljr 
Jftod) 'mat borbei, 

Uttb fc^aut berftoijicu Jo umber l)cv: 
„9fod) iuirner ©rei!" 


©amt ftngt er lauter unb eUt batton: 

*3d) geif fdjon, gel)’! 

©er ifufuf Ijole bett ga:i$ett Wotyn 
3m fdjottcu $(ec!" 

60 


L.oogle 


IN CLOVER. 


\ 1 TITll kerchiefs red where the poppies grow, 
" * In midday shades, 

Nod each to other and titter low 
Three little maids. 

The lad who yonder strays to and fro 
Here casts his eye, 

‘And ever he looks askance — oho ? — 

In passing by. 

And sings and saunters past as by chance 
Continually, 

And sees with every stolen glance : 

“ Still ever three 1 ” 

Then louder he sings and away he goes, 
u I’ll be a rover 1 

The devil take each poppy that grows 
In pretty clover I ” 
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3ult. 

tc ©lunienljauptdjen bcgriifjen fid) 

~ 3 n mcincrn ©arten 1111 b ittcfen; 

Unb buftcn ervotljenb ltnb nriiffcn fid) 
23icl 2 icbc 6 boten fdjtcfcn. 

©ie armcn ©lumen! fic modjten gent 
©inanber gartlid) nm{d)ltugcn, 

©rum feuben ftc aifo ben ©uft non gcrti, 
<Sid) 311 entf ber I’iifte S>d)roiugrn. 

3 n meinern ©arten ba fdjroebt 1111 b bebt 
©in SBuubcrincrbcn lebenbig; 

3 u mciucin ©arten ba fpiiuit unb tuebt 
©cr 2 tebe £ebcu beflciubtg. 
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JULY. 


1\/! Y garden-flowers, in summer bloom, 
With common greetings are bending; 
And each to other, ’mid blushing perfume, 
Their bearers of love are sending. 

The poor, poor flowers! they long to share 
With each their tender embraces; 

So send from afar, on the wings of the air, 
Their scents through the garden spaces. 

There hovers and hangs, among the leaves, 
A marvel that ceaseth never; 

Among the leaves love spins and weaves 
The strands of life forever. 
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£>cr Sdmami. 


<\ uffaitgt bie 0ounc tnitbc bat ©uu{i bcr feudjtcn (Srbc, 

^ ©ie tief mib bufttg nxirtct auf'8 neue 0aatcmp» 
fangcn; 

^omfdjnitt unb 0toppcIfcucr nub (Srnte fiub ucrgan* 
Ocn; 

SBorbci bcm Untcrgranbe bc8 fdjarfcn <pflug$ Scfdjwcrbc. 

©cr 0amatm fcfjreitct cini'ant uub cruft auf brauncr 
(2rbc — 

3n>ei 2d)rittc, bann bic $auboolI. £cin 3 aui >cru intb 
!ctn SBangcn; 

©ie ficincn 335gel fofgen uub picfcit tool! 3>erlangcit. 

(Srfireut; bod)©ottc8 0 onncmuf 3 gnabigrufcu: ^crbe!" 

Unb ob bcr grofi ftc tobtct, ob ©fine fic uernidjtct, 

3m grfifylingsminbe ttncgcnb bic §almc oufcrficbcu, 

Uub in bcm natfjficn §crbfte bcr Slimier <5>otb crfd)ic^tct. 
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THE SOWER. 


B ENEATH the mild sun vanish the vapor’s last wet 
traces, 

And for the autumn sowing the mellow soil lies 
steeping; 

The stubble fires have faded and ended is the reaping; 
The piercing plow has leveled the rough resisting places. 

The solitary sower along the brown field paces — 

Two steps and then a handful, a rhythmic motion 
keeping; 

The eager sparrows follow, now pecking and now 
peeping. 

He sows; but all the increase accomplished by God’s 
grace is. 

And whether frost be fatal or drought be devastating, 
The blades rise green and slender for spring-time 
winds to flutter, 

As time of golden harvest the coming fall awaiting. 

<■>5 
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S3 ftcljt bie gragett Seiner, bie auf ben Stppcn fleljen, 
2)ie bangertben ©ebanfen, bie fctytocre 6orge btdjtet. 

2ftit feftcr §aub mtifj fdjnjeigenb burdj'S gelb ber 6a- 
maun gefjen. 
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None see the silent yearnings the sower’s lips half 
utter, 

The carping care he suffers, distressing thoughts cre¬ 
ating. 

With steady hand he paces afield without a mutter. 



Scfytffcrlteb. 


jjerguntcr geijt’s im 2ftonbUd}t, 
S3cvgcutf im ©oitnenbranb; 
SBcrguntcr auf ten SSetien, 

S3erganf im ticfen ©aub. 

S9ergunter fret am ©teuer, 

2) a8 ^Pfcif^cn gUmrnt im 9Riutb; 
S3crgauf ba $iel)t, atS ©anmtljicr, 

SKait S3ruji unb 2euben tounb. 

SBaS bilft rate's, toeun ^) cntc 

3 ) e8 ©tromeS $onig bin, 
©d)leiri}’ morgen id) als pettier 

S3erad)tet an tym Ijin? 

Um ltteine tfnfifatjrt fc^UeOt ftd) 
gitrcbioS bie SBafferfiur; 

2 >om fcitcfjenb tiefen ©djrciten 
S5(eibt lang im ©anb bie ©pur. 

63 


L.oogle 



THE BOATMAN'S SONG. 


l^OWN stream *tis all by moonlight# 
U p stream at blazing noon, 

Down stream upon the ripples, 

Up stream through sandy dune. 

Down stream, the helm held loosely, 

A pipe between the lips; 

Up stream, like beast one straineth 
And galls the breast and hips. 

What boots it that I seem like 
The river’s king to-day, 

If to-morrow like a beggar# 

Despised, I tug away ? 

My pleasuring leaves no furrow 
U pon the water-plain; 

The marks of struggling footsteos 
Long in the sand remain. 
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Sifter. 

<\n £>ollaub war’s, gran toft tic 0ee, 

& ® rau war bcr §immcl brob berbangen, 
(Skauwcift bcr ©tranb vote ^erbjteswei), 
2)er S53inb, bic SScflen Ijangen. 

£)ovt fommt e6 btntrotf), fern beran.' 

(Sin @cgel! $iuf! bie gi|rfjcr! ftvauen 
S&ie flttowen flurmcn fy*; wer faun 
SSoljl fetne $tnf erfdjauen! 

^Xuftauc^cu wie bic f^Iottc bidjt 
9tun 33oot an S8oot bor Solfeitbaflen, 
SJf.t £>offnung$angfl im ^Ingefic^t 
$cran bie ftrauen wallen. 

3u roeifjen $aubcn jlefjn ftc ba, 

3it ^mnberten qercibt am v§5tranbe> 

2ftit Shnoern,— 2Bcr ben ©atten fab? 
3Bcr anSblieb ? SBeldjer lanbc ? 
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THE FISHERMAN. 


T N Holland ’twas. The sea was gray, 

A And gray the heavy hanging heaven; 
Gray-white the shore with autumn spray, 
The wind and waves gray even. 

Afar a blood-red cloud streams out — 

A sail I The fishing trip is over! 

Like gulls the women flock about: 

Who can her boat discover 1 

Sail after sail from out the gloom 
Before the flaming cloud now passes; 
Near rush the wan-faced women whom 
An anxious hope harasses. 

With children, and with hooded head 
In hundreds on the shore they’re standing 
Who saw her spouse ? Which one is dead ? 
Which one will now be landing ? 
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(Sin better jagt im ©djaum better, 

©cin ©d)immcl gteidjt bent ©ife^t ber Selle, 
3ft fattellod, bad £>aupt i(l leer, 
ilnb bavfug ber ©efellc. 

Gd trieft bon Suffer fein ©etoGnb, 

Gr feingt im Surf bie fdjroercu ©cite, 

Hub tragt fte bon bed ©djiffed SRanb, 

3«nt Uferfanb, in GUe. 

Gr jagt — iijrn flicgt feiu blonbcd $aar — 

3m ©turm gu att ben braituen <pinfcn, 
llnb geigi ben ♦Emrrenbcn — 'd ifi ttar! — 

27iit cittern vafdjcn Sinten. 

©ie fcfyrei'n bie 3^t bom ©djiff l)inab, 

Gr fyebt bie ginger, unb bie Sogcn 
SBont ©ante fpiUen ifjtt Ijcrab, 

Gr fdjnringt fid) auf im $3ogen. 
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A rider through the foam hastes there; 

His steed is flecked with white and yellow, 
His saddle’s gone, his head is bare, 

And bare-foot is the fellow. 


With water all his clothing drips; 

He casts the rope where he would fain land 
In haste to drag them from the ship’s 
Deck forth upon the mainland. 

With streaming hair he presses near 
Where all the other boats are beating; 

And to those waiting signs — ’tis clear ! — 

His one quick nod repeating. 

They shriek the number of his ship; 

He becks and ’neath the billows, flinging 
Him from his racer, seems to dip, 

Then on the crest goes swinging. 
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„©djon gmangig SBodjen," ftmtdj ein SBeib, 

„3f l fern mein ©atte bort im fl^cere." 

S)ie Shutter nieft — „$m Seben bleib’ 

3$, bis er mieberfe^re." 

©in ©djiffsljerr auf ben ftadfen (agt 
2)em Jungen 9ftanu ftd) bis gum ©tranbe; 

©ein ©Mb umfdjlingt iljn jaucfjgcnb fed: 

©ein $inb tangt auf bem ©anbe, — 

Unb Ijaut, bor greube ungeriigt, 

2)en ©atcr in bie berben ©cine, 

2>er fiiblt es nidjt, ergafjft bevgniigt, 

£cm Sfljcber bon ber Seine. 

3)ie ©bbe ffitlt, baS tefcte ©oot 
tfann trofc ber Site nidjt meljr lanben. 

»3o," fpridjt baS SBeib, *©n fiir* ©tiicf ©rob- 
Unb fdjeitcm ober firanben W 


* <Sn fUr « ein faucr. 
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“ These twenty weeks,” so spake a wife, 

“ Far off my spouse has sailed the ocean.” 

His mother nods: “I’ll cling to life 
Till he’s here, with devotion.” 

The owner of the ship at last 
Bears the young man safe to the strand there; 

His wife shrieks out and holds him fast; 

His child skips o'er the sand there. 

He lets it pelt his legs with shells, 

Unchided though behaving badly, 

Nor does he feel it as he tells 
About the rope so gladly. 

The tide recedes, the last crew fail, 

In spite of haste, at landing. 

“Yes,” speaks the wife; “Ilis bread is stale. 
His fate — shipwrecked or stranding!” 
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Xtn ©angling an bcr SBrufi, fo 
Unb fyarrt bort (Sine, fdjarf bom SSiitbe 

Umflattcrt. 2Bic fie forgfant brci)t, 

3um 0d)u|} bctn flcincu iitnbc! 

SERiticibig fprad) id): „§abt 3fyr nod) 

Xcv JltnMein meljr, wit bicfcQ fcfjone?" 

?" ricf [it flat) unb {becft' fid) : 
„$ttt bcm [jab* id) eilf ©ol)ue!" 

„Siif @ol)itc!" SSie ein ^djrci entflofj’n 
<Bar ncibootl ntir baS SBort uont SJhmbe; 

0ic manbtcit fidj itad) jencm Xou 
Unb brangten in bie SUunbc. 

Sin ©lifccrn in bcr Hagen ©ran, 
gntg mid) ba8 23cib, ba3 $tnb am £crjen: 

„2Bie blelc Ijabt benn 3f)r, me * grau ?" 
§od)inutl)ig Hang's, mic 0d)cr$en. 


* me = mci«e. 



SONGS OF TOIL. 


77 


With babe at breast where winds sweep wild, 
There stands and waits and stares another. 

How turns to shield her little child 
That anxious loving mother! 

“Pray hast thou*’— spake in pity I — 

“ More children sweet as this one even ? ” 

“More?” called she proud, her head raised high; 
“Of sons I have eleven.” 

“ Eleven Sons l ” I shrieked the word 
In envy; how it did astound me! 

They turned then who my cry had heard 
And gathered close around me. 

She asked — her eyes w'ere gleaming gray, 

Upon her heart her babe was resting: 

“IIow many, lady, hast thou pray?”— 

It sounded like gay jesting. 



\ 


Google 



78 


SONGS OF TOIL. 


2Bie uicl? 0ie fafy'n mid) an, SScrfauf 
Unb 2J^ecr oergeffenb, (Ebb* unb ©djimmel— 
3cfj fc^tt>ieg, bob eincn Singer auf 
Unb bcutctc 'gen §immcU 
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How many? Staring they forget the sea 
And trade and tide and foam-horse even; 
I raised one finger silently 
And pointed up toward heaven. 



Bctm Spinnctt. 


Atin SDiagblcin fdjmcbt baljin burl’s 
^ ©en grttncn Srug auf'S §a«pt gcfkllt, 
©ie rotlje 9le!!’ itn rotten 3Jtmib, 

©cr ?eib Jo fd)(anl, bie ®rufi Jo runb; 
©cJdjiirjt cilt fte bon Ijtnncn, 

93cim ©pinnen. 

©k tuntcl it)r im ©iirtct fkdt, 

SJic niebUcf) fte ba8 §aubd)cn rcdt, 

©te ©piubct tanjt tntb loratnt nnb ftieljt; 
©ic fjord) t auf’8 SSogctmaknUcb, 

Huf oiler Sadjletn SRinticn, 

5Bcitn ©pinnen. 

ttm Slnjjbautn bei bent JBtmtnen fkfjt 

©er Jdjlank S3urjd), unb fjarrt unb Jp5f)t, 
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SPINNING SONG. 


nPHROUGH yonder field there fares a maid, 
x A water-jar upon her head, 

A pink between her rosy lips; 

Her form is lithe, and light she trips; 

She hastes away so winning, 

While spinning. 


Her distaff from her belt depends — 
How simply she her hand extends 1 
The dancing spindle flies along; 

She listens to the May-bird’s song, 
Or brooklets gaily dinning. 

While spinning. 


Beneath the tree the brook runs by 
A tall lad stands and waits to spy: 
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2)cr ©urt fo brett, bad £>entbe rneifj, 

#aar iff fdjwarg, ba8 Huge Ijetfj,— 
iDirb fie mm beginnen 
Seim ©pirnmt? 

,/Scfet Iauf mir ntc^t borbei fo toH! 

£aff feme £anb, ber £rug iff ooll; 

2)ie iftclfe ffefjr id) mtr guerff, 

Unb ob 2>u 2)idj aud) biegjf tmb toeljrff, 
SDcn 5lu6 mitt id) gemtmten 
S3cim ©pitmen!" 

©ie fommt bon unter’m 33aum Ijeraus, 
Uttb ftel)t mir fo beranbert auO— 
gort iff ber Jlinbcrttbermuti), 

2)a8 Huge blidft boll tiefer ©tutl), 

3n traumoertornem ©inneit, 

©eim ©pimten! 
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Ills chest is broad, his blouse is white, 
His hair is black, his eyes are bright,— 
But what is she beginning 
While spinning? 

“Now pass not by so quick and coy; 
The jar and flax your hands employ; 

So first I’ll steal the pink away. 

Though in defence you stand at bay, 

A kiss you’ll find me winning 
While spinning.” 

She comes forth from beneath the tree, 
And she appears so changed to me — 
Her childish confidence is dead, 

Her eye is full of passion, fed 
By thoughts and dreams beginning 
While spinning. 



Ufyrmadjerliek 

lftir Ifl eS rule unjerm $errgott fafl 
3n all bem SRabergetucbe, 

34 bab' an bem 3 C «8 fo meine £uji 
Unb meine I'iebe! 

©ebeinuiipboti ip gufammcngertcbt,’ 

2ftlt ©djrauben mib ftetlen nnb ©cbleifem 

(Sin ©top 1 ®ann geijt eS auf einmat ttidjt, 
Unb mitt nidjt grctfen l 

Unb miibboll ftnnt man bcl £ag unb <flad)t, 
SBarc gcrn bor Merger geporben, 

2)a bat ein £5tycl 'mas b'ran gemadjt, 

Unb ms borborben! 

2>cr Ubrmad)er broben bat's gut gefiigt, 

Unb jauber gefdjraubt nub ber^icret; 

2>ie Sftenfdjcn babeit nuv, piUbergniigt, 

(Ss pvads ruiniret. 
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THE CLOCKMAKER’S SONG. 


T SEEM like the Lord himself in the cogs, 

A In the wheel, the spring and the lever; 

My heart beats with it as on it jogs, 

And will forever. 

’Tis made by a wondrous process in shops, 

With screws and filing and rasping. 

A shock I — Then on the second it stops, 

The cogs not clasping. 

The careworn maker thinks night and day 
He’s ready to die of vexation, 

Because some young blockhead accomplished in play 
Its ruination. 

The Clock-man above is a master-hand; 

His work’s well fitted and polished; 

But mortals delight to see what’s planned 
At once demolished! 
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2>aun tommi bcr 2tteiftcr uub made's gurcdjt; 

(Sudf) fcJjmcrgt ba8 geilen mtb ^Paffcn; 

3I)r fdjrcit mtb iammert, ba8 SBcr! fei fdjtcdjt, 

SJcr 0d)lag gum $affcn! 

2>od) njenn bos U^rrncr! gu (Sttbe geljt, 

2)anit rnoflt 3fjr bor SBangcit uergagett; 

2>amt fdjiebi 3ljr ben^O^: „$odj meljr!" —gu ftSt: 
(S3 5at eud) am tfragen! 



SONGS OF TOIL. 
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Then the maker comes and repairs it again; 

You’re pained by the filing and fitting; 

The work is miserably done, you complain; 

You hate the hitting. 

When the clock’s worn out, as decreed by fate, 
You’ll hear the dreaded “’Tis time I” 

You’ll push the hands: “Go on I” Too latel 
It's got you this time! 



Dcr ^arbcnrctbcr, 


31 cr Heine garbenretber bermifet fid), oljne 3icrcn, 

~ 2fn feiner 2ftei(ier SBilbern bie getter fc^arf $u 
riigen. 

w .^icr alte garben, gunge! ®u follfi un$ gum $kr» 
gniigen 

9htn felber etluaS malm, ftatt mtS $u critiflreiu" 


Unb Ijeftig tfjut bic ?cintt>anb ber tfnabe grati ber« 
fdjmtcren: 

„<5tn Xljurm irn iTlebcl tft ba8, in itnbefHmntten 
3ugcn!" 

$of)U Iadjt er: „0fjne (Slfcn fann fdjroerlid) einer 
PfWflen, 

*3d) ttriU mit fdjlecfjtcm SSerfjeug nidjt tneine 3*1* 
toerlieren V s 
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THE COLOR-GRINDER. 


HP HE little color-grinder full wantonly was sneering 
At all his master’s pictures, their errors sharp 
upbraiding. 

“Take these old colors, youngster; your smartness 
cease parading: 

Do you yourself paint something, and be not over¬ 
bearing.” 


The ardent boy his canvass with gray begins a- 
smearing: 

“A tower that is, but misty, with outlines dim and 
fading.” 

He scoffs: “One must have iron for ploughing and 
for spading; 

I will not waste my vigor with good-for-nothing gearing.” 
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„C>tcr Ijaft SDu gutc *ptnfcl unb garben ; bod) nun $etge 
3um Xefetcu 2M 2>cin ^ounen," — 2)a toirb bet 
^unjller toad): 

Sr malt brct Heine 0pafcen, im 0d)nee auf biirrem 
S^cige. 

S)le Staler fommen fiaunenb: ,2)a8 madjt ll)m Seiner 
nad) 1" 

giir ©olb toarb’8 gtcid) crljanbelt, fcln flflmmero ging 
ivx 9Mge: 

G8 toarb ber Heine Scaling ber grofje Hdjcnbad). 
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‘‘Take these new paints and brushes, and once for all 
redouble 

Your efforts.” Lo, the artist now first is animate: 

He paints three little sparrows, in snow, above the 
stubble. 

The painters arc dumbfounded: “Him none can 
imitate ? ” 

It brought him gold directly, and banished all his 
trouble: 

That small apprentice lad became Achenbach the 
great. 
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Sacfcrlteb. 



:x ttJoEte nod) leben, 

SSemi’S $3rob ntd)t mat', 


£eit $ntg nod) fjrbcn? 
3bn freut'3 nid)t mc^r! 


3>aS glci[d) war’ fabe, 
$ciit SD3ein Wax’ jug, 
2ftir mar's nid)t fdjabe 
Uut$ ^arabieS! 


®ort gtcbt’3 !ciit getter 
$cin Dfcn nidjt, 

S)a faf)r’ icb trcuer 
3ur $oUc fd)Ud)t, 

Unb Ijole tagtid) 
iDJeiit 53rob l)crau$. 
C?3 ficfjt bocb HSglidj 
3m #immel att$! 
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THE BAKER’S SONG. 


\T TTIO’D live on with pleasure 
* ’ That had no bread ? 

Or drain his measure? 

His joy’d be dead I 

There’d be no savor 
In meat or wine; 

I’d scorn the flavor 
Of things divine. 

No fire’s up yonder, 

No oven for dough, 

So quick I’d wander 
To hell below. 

And daily I’d fetch it — 

My batch of bread — 

My outlook how wretched 
In Heaven instead 1 
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Hub Ijfitt' cine tone 
Unb ©center id), 

Unb gab's auf bem $bnme 
ton ©rob fiir mid) — 

3d) ging als SB&ub'rcr 
3)abon, aflein; 

(2s foil ciu Hitbrcr 
£>ier totig feiu! 

SBie buftct'S ebcit — 

3l)r Sangcn roil)! 

£aS ©rob foil Icben, 

2>a3 licbe ©rob l 
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Were crown to me given, 
And scepter beside, 
Were a throne mine, even, 
And bread denied, 

Fd flee, ever straying 
Afar, alone, 

Another here swaying 
Upon my throne. 

The sweet smell of thee! 

Thy cheeks how red l 
O Bread, I love thee I 
So, long live Bread! 



Seilerltcb. 


ie'S ©pimilcin id) oom l*eibe 
2>ett #anf IjerauS, 

£od) mein ©efdjaft idj betreibe 
SJiit SftabgcbrauS. 


5ZBtc ©pinmneb* fallen bic 0eile 
'©en §immcl ftelj’u, 

2)odj foEen in ©turmeSeile 
£>'rauf STOenfdjen gelj’n. 


2/rau fallen fie fdjroebeit unb Ijangen, 
$ont SDteer bebroljt; 

©’ran foUeit fie beten unb bangen, 

3n £obc$notl). 

2)ort fterben fie larfjcn nnb pfetfen 
2)em Ocean, 

2>a $nngerfd)recfen mid) greifeu— 
Sftid) arnteit 2Jiann! 
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THE ROPE-MAKER’S SONG. 


T LIKE the spiders aspinning, 

A ? My hemp play out; 

But I work with the dinning 
Of wheels about. 

My cords, like webs toward Heaven, 
Shall stand sublime; 

Yet there in tempests even 
Shall sailors climb. 

And there they’ll hover and quiver, 
Nor mind the roar; 

And there they’ll pray and shiver 
By death’s cold shore. 

They’ll laugh and scoff at the booming 
Made by the sea, 

The dread of hunger consuming 
Poor wretched me! 
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(Eopferlteb* 


tfidjroirr ©u im $reife! 
S' ©mig bic Strife, 

SDrefy bod)! 
dimmer 311 rafien, 

©mig git Ijafien— 

©e!) bodj! 

Untcn l)in tret' id), 

Obcn !)in fnet' id) 

2)rcl) 2)odj! 

S^ic barffl 5 )u matt fcin, 
iftie bavfft ©u fatt fein— 
©elj bod)! 
mir aud) focfjen, 
SBalb nrirb’8 gerbrodjen— 
©relj bod^! 

©rinfett rnirb's itimmer, 
©urjlcn mu* fdjtimmcr— 

©c^ bod)! 

9 s 
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TIIE rOTTER’S SONG. 


jP) OUND thou art wending! 
* ^ Never an ending 1 
Twirl on! 

No time wasting, 

Ever hasting, 

Whirl on! 

Under treading, 

Over kneading — 

Twirl on! 

Never dare weary, * 

Always be cheery, 

Whirl on! 

Though we may make it, 
Some one will break it — 
Twirl on! 

Though it drinks never, 
Thirsteth it ever — 


Whirl on! 
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S)icl) toll ftc fdjnellp 
£ragcn pr CitcEc— 
2 )rcl) bod)! 

S)ir bon 2Jlunb ntppen 
SBilligc ?ippcn— 

©cl) bodj! 

2 >a8 man bte ftriige 
2 Ule scrfdjliigc! 

2 )rct) bod)! 

SSoUt ifjr ben £aufcn 
Ginjctn Oerfaufen! 

©cl) bod)! 

$Dic 3 far ctn £ii&d)cn, 
SDrci far bic gufedjen — 
S)rcl) bod)! 

Hub fur bic 2>tdcit 
SKufjt fte cr(lidcn l 
©el) bod) l 
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Thee shall she carry 
Springward, and tarry —• 
Twirl on! 

Lipping with kisses 
Ware such as this is — 
Whirl on! 

Till we just take it, 
Jealous, and break it. 
Twirl on! 

Gladly we’d sell her 
All and then tell her — 
Whirl on! 

This for a kiss, now, 
Those three for this, now, 
Twirl on! 

And for this other 
Must she just smother — 
Whirl on! 
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2Jtofaik. 


Wenebig traumt. Tie 2 Jiarfu 3 !ird)e brcitct 
^ Tie golb'ue Tamm’rung iibcr SBunberfdjafce; 

5113 ob cr ftd) an fobiel ©d) 5 nljcit lefce, 

©tirtjlt ftd) ein ©onucuftraijl ^erab unb gleitet 

Tort (S^rifli $aupt cntlang, unb bcbt unb fc^rcitct 
£mi, ob bcm ©oben, in bic alten *picifce, 

Ta 3 GEljorfhiljfljoIj fcergotbenb, b’rcin ftd) fcfee 
Ter 3 eiicu SRajefifit, bon ©ott gclcitct. 

Unb all' bie <Prad)t lommt au8 bcr fd)maten $ammct\ 
Tarein cin SDienfd) bcr farb'gen ©putter ©leifjen 
2 ftiil)fam jufammcnlegt mlt hrinft’ser stammer, 

Ter flrunc ©d)irm bccft unterm $aar, bcm meifjen, 
Ter 5 lugcn fd)tt)inbenb LHdjt. 23 a 8 t^ut bcr Summer? 
Ta$ ©Serf ift etoig — ©ott bat’8 gut geljcifjcn! 



MOSAIC. 


Hr HE island city sleeps. The twilight rideth 
A Gold-shod above San Marco’s treasure-plunder; 
As if it would enjoy this golden wonder, 

A sunbeam stealeth in and softly glideth 

Along Christ’s head and trembleth there and strideth 
To earth where columns cut the light asunder; 

It gildeth, sent of God, the choir, where, under 
The dome, the glory of the ages bideth. 

High in an attic room this decoration 
In splendor wakens, where a man, deft-handed, 

Sets tiny bits of bright illumination — 

To shield his fading sight, his white locks banded 
With a green shade. — What profits lamentation? 
The work’s eternal — God hath so commanded! 

xo 3 
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{Eapcsterer. 

(93rumm$or.) 

Jrten 2ftmib boU 9 iagel 
Sic ftugt man ba? 

3 n ©toff ocrgrabcu 
Sie tlingt c$ ba? 

©alb tia!) bcr ©cde, 
©cbiicft auf $ttiett, 

©is reidjt bcr Tcppi&j, 
©crrfuft $11 gic^n. 

S)cn fdjoiten Stamen, 
©o rctf uub jart, 

3 ft gutcS ^olfter 
9 ?ur ftcif unb tjart. 

Uub tief tocrliattgcn 
Star ©djeibe 2 icbt, 

2 Jten sctgt fcin Hnttife 
©ei Seibe ntdjt I 
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THE UPHOLSTERER. 

(A Muttering Chorus.) 


\ I 7110 could, his mouth full 
Of tac s, still sing? 
Thus deep in drapery 
A bell couldn’t ring I 

It almost reaches; 

Come, kneel, my lad 
And stretch the carpet; 

Now tug like mad! 

Fastidious ladies 
Declare the stuff 
On this fine cushion 
Too stiff and rough. 

These window-hangings 
Come down so far 
They let no passer 
See who you are. 
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SBar't 3^r nod) toller 
©on (Sttetteit, 

2>a8 inacf)t bent $anbwer! 
2>en S3eutel weit. 

SBoUt 3f)t toetfjiitlen 
S)en ©djein ber 3afo 
S>a8 fliebt mir Kleiber 
S)er Heinen ©djaar. 

Uub weit 3^r ruljet 
@o toeul) mtb warm, 
©inb SBanl’ in ©$juten 
giir SReidj unb Erml 
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Were you still wilder 
With vanity, 

'Twould fill the pockets 
Of such as we. 

If asked to refurbish 
The wear of years, 

It gives me clothes for 
My little dears. 

Because you’re resting 
At ease, secure, 

We have school-benches 
For rich and poor. 


Coogle: 



Pcr^olber* 

31 a jd)t ntir nur bic Scute ait — 

25te unbanfbarl 

2 >er $embranbt mar cin brabcr Sftann, 
£as ift moljt nmljvl 

SDcr Rubens mar \a aud) nidjt faul — 
S)ie 3 cit bebadjt! 

Hub Soumermnn l)at manebrn ©aul 
$cd)t brau gemadjt! 

©anj jauber t)at SJhiviUo \a 
Unb $cujd) gematt; 

S)ocb menu man SKafarffi ^teije fat) — 
Sftedjt fd)Ied)t bcjaljlt! — 

2)od) fagt: SSBo bticb cud) ber (Sffeft? 
3 d) mcitt ben t&djarm! 

S)er ift iut Sftafjmeu b’rin ocrflccft^ 

3 m ©olbton warm. 
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THE GILDER. 


JUST look now at the public once — 
A thankless crew! 

That Rembrandt was no simple dunce. 
Indeed is true. 

And Rubens painted far from ill — 

For that dull age! 

And Wouwermann’s fine horses still 
Are quite the rage. 

Murillo painted soberly 
And Reusch as well; 

But if you Makart’s prices see — 

How poor they sell! — 

You say: Wherein lies your effect? 

The charm alone 

Is in the frame with which it’s decked — 
Its warm gold tone. 
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2>ie ganjen Staler ftnb evft ’mas, 

S3in id) babel! 

2>em SRaptjael ginget, o^ite ©pajj, 
3^r fait barbei, 

$ielt er nidjt fc^5u tm Iftafjmcn ftd)! 

Sin ©olb gcbrid)t’6: 

2)ie grofeteit $iinftter oljne midj 
©inb aUe 9Hd)t3l 
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If aught of any painter ’s heard, 

Lo, there am II 

You’d pass — this is no idle word — 
The Raphaels by, 

Unless they were set off by me 
In frames like these; 

The greatest artists else would be 
Nonentities I 



gtmmcrmalcr. 

16 roenn ftc mir angemadjfen mar*, 

® ©o tnanbr id) mit nteiner Setter cinder, 
Hub fmge! 

Hub maV Cud) rcid)e garben Ijutetn, 

SJtit fatten ©fatten unb ©olbton fein, 
Unb fmge! 

2>a6 ftiegt mtr ?Ctle6 fo au6 ber £anb, 

$n §of$gctafe(, Sllfjambraroanb, 

SBeint ©ingen! 

2>a6 roirb ganj fiinftlerifd) feitt gefttmntt, 
§ier etroa6 falter, bafj bort c6 glintmt, 
53cim ©ingen l 

£ie <pra!tif$en fjaben gefd)im}jft, gelad)t, 
©efeufs^ bafj 2ii£u6 in6 £cben gebradjt — 

SDranv fmg id)! 

112 


L.oogle 



THE PAINTER. 


A S though to my back it had chanced to grow, 
** I carry my ladder wherever I go, 

And sing I 

I paint for you colors as rich as made, 

With a fine gold tone and just the right shade, 

And sing! 

With a twist of the wrist I accomplish it all — 

A wainscoting or an Alhambra wall — 

While singing! 

’Twill be well toned and artistic, you know, 

Here a little bit cold, so that there it may glow 
While I sing! 

The Old School has scoffed and sighed at the thought 
That luxury into life has been brought — 

I sing! 
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33ier faljte SBaube unb b’rtn eiu £od) 

3{l cm$ tin Sinter unb elttfacfj bodj—* 
3um 93rununen! 
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Four naked walls with a hole for a door 
Make a room, ’tis true; and simple, what’s more — 
For growling! 



Dcr Canbbrtcftrdgcr. 


^8 tljaut. 2)cr 6djnce baUt brauu fid) auf ©rabcn, 
gdb unb Segcn, 

(S6 trieft blc 33ogett>ccre, bcr 6d)(amm ifl ticf unb 
rocid), 

2)tc 2Bot!cn IjSugen bleicrn, bcr 2U>cubfd)ctn ifl bleid), 

CIS glffnjt mic ©adjcsbcite ba$ £i«^t auf alien 0tcgcn. 

Unb ciufam auf bcr 0traf$e flapft bort tin mfiljfam 
fficgcn, 

GS bintt bcr 23ote fricrenb, bic Xafdje fdjciut uidjt 
rcid) — 

Giu armcr SBricf an $rmc, berfrumpclt, alt — ganj 
glci4 

(Sr inufl an'8 3UI SDcr 53otc Iflnlt umb' bent 2>orf 
cutgcgciu 

(Sr pod)t. SDa offnet fdjtidjtern eiu SDliittevdjcn: „3nt 
?cbcn 
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THE COUNTRY LETTER-CARRIER. 


IT thaws. On field and roadway the packing drifts 
* have faded; 

The service-berry drips and the slush is deep and 
stale; 

The clouds hang low and leaden; the evening glow 
is pale; 

The paths gleam like a brooklet whose bed is all 
unshaded. 

Along the highway trudges a messenger; unaided 

He limps and halts and shivers; his bag holds 
little mail — 

A single wretched letter all crumpled, old, and frail — 
He must push on; the village he nears now, lame 
and jaded. 

He knocks. A timid woman admits him: “ Till now, 


never 
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©djreibt Seiner nitv? D iKeiu ©o!)n! 

©icb cilcnbs Ijcr! 

Sr fommt! UnS tjt gefjolfen!" 5Dte often $anbe 
bcben — 

„2)u ©ottcSbote! liafjer, fcfe* 2>td) jur gfantme Ijcr, 
3d) n>iU toon tneincm $cid)tlj:tm 2>ir 2>einen StntljeU 
gebetu" 

2)cr arnie Saubbricftrager I)at tuarm nub fjittft nicfjt 
mcljr. 



SONGS OF TOIL . 


119 


Had I a letter I Heavens! My boy! Quick, give 
it here! 

lie’s coming! Now we’re happy!” Her aged muscles 
quiver — 

“God sent you here. Be seated and warm your¬ 
self : Come near; 

A share of my possessions are yours to keep forever.” 

The postman limps no longer, warmed by the 
woman’s cheer. 



Dec Sanbtrager. 


^K.anb! ©anb! ©anb! ©anb! 

& 3d) bin fo tnfib’, Sljr Sent! 

§at Seiner ©anb geftreut 
®en ganjen, taitgen, faften lag, 

$a froiljitternb id) fianb 
Unb faflen tragM 

©anb! ©anb! ©anb! ©anb! 

(5« fmb nod) fiinf jn £an«; 

2Mc SJinttcr bie fdjafft b'ranS; 

$ann weinen ftc, bie tleinen fiinb’, 
SESeil ftc mid) anegefanbt, 

Unb Ijnngvig ftnb. 

©anb! ©anb! ©anb! ©anb! 
2>ort liegt ba8 ©rob jn §auf! 

2>a{j tef) nnr cine« tanf, 
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THE SAND-CARRIER. 


S AND! Sand! Sand! Sand! 

Good Sirs, I’m almost dead, 

For no one sand has spread 
The live-long day, so cold and drear 
That ’neath my load I stand 
And shiver here. 

Sand! Sand! Sand! Sand! 

Five more at home there arc. 

While Mother toils afar, 

The little ones, who let me go 
With naught to eat at hand. 

Are weeping so! 

Sand! Sand! Sand! Sand! 

There bread in heaps doth lie; 

That I one loaf may buy 
121 
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©o uimmt 3!)* 2euf ten ©ant mir at, 
SBeit idj fo tueit gerannt 
tint hunger l)at! 

©ant! ©ant! ©ant! ©ant! 

®cr Htenb tricot herein; 

Sflun friert e8 ©tcin itnb 23etn; 

®ot§ f)eim i(5 nimnter gcljcn tann, 

©ie barren untertnanbt 
lint fdjait’n mid) an! 

©ant! ©ant! ©aut! ©ant! 

3)a8 Oleine jaud)$t nut lad)t: 

,9Ba8 f)aft ®u mitgebrad)t?" 

®ie 2Jfutter tneint nut fagt tcin SBort, 
2lm talten ©certeSrnnt — 

®ann {(bleld)' id) fort. 

©aut! ©ant! ©ant! ©aut! 

®ie £!)rane friert $u (*i8, 

3d) ruf* ed nod) gan$ tci©% 
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Do take my sand, so kind you are, 
For I’m so hungry and 
I’ve trudged so far. 

Sand ! Sand! Sand! Sand! 

The daylight now has flown, 

Now freezes stone and bone; 

But home poor I can never flee; 

For those there still do stand 
And gaze at me. 

Sand ! Sand! Sand ! Sand 1 
My child shouts out with joy: 

“What have you brought your boy?” 
Ilis mother weeps — she cannot say - 
At the cold hearth-stone and — 

I steal away ! 

Sand! Sand! Sand! Sand! 

My tears freeze like the snow; 

My call is now quite low. 
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2>ie §aufer locfcit ^cU inib rcarnt, 
$od) offnet feine $anb — 

®ort loinft cin %xm ! 

0anb! 0anb! ©attb! 0anbt 
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The houses gleam with welcome warm, 
But opens no kind hand — 

There waves an arm! 

Sand 1 Sand! Sand! Sand! 



Die Scfjcuerfrau. 


Jftmn'S nur nic^t GEljriflafccnb mar', 
Unb gar fo bid 2id)ter, 

Hub a(T bic 5£ifd)e fo fdjmer, 

©o frol) bic ©efldjter. 


SBar'8 nid)t fo troflloS guljaus, 
Hub roiirbeu nidjt tucinen 
Unb bcrlaugten ntdjt fo fjinaus 
SDie fjungemben $t(einen, 


Unb iljre SBduglein fo fdjmal, 
SHe fjeut' 9Hd)tS jurn (Sffcn 
SBenn bic nur afjntcn bic dual 
2)ie fyeut' mid) bergeffen! 


SDod) id) fornme gu leife herein, 
3mn fdjmufc’gcn ©cfdjdftc 
Unb berbraudje bci S)ammcrfd)cin 
2>ic fdjnr.ubenben itrafte. 
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THE CHARWOMAN. 


TF only ’twere not Christmas Eve, 

* Nor bright other places, 

Nor loaded the boards I perceive, 
Nor happy the faces, 

And not so wretched at home, 

And none of this whining 
And begging for bread when I come 
By little cheeks pining 

To-day for hunger again, 

To deeply depress me! 

If they, who forget now my pain, 
Could see it distress me! 

Too listlessly come I and go; 

All dirty I never 
Must faint in the twilight glow 

But toil on forever. 
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5Kir finb bic ©cdjfe $u fdjrocr, 

S)ie bfeid)cn ©cftcfttcr! 

SBeitn’b imr nicfjt ©jrijlabenb tt)ar', 
Hub aHe bie Sifter! 
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Six children I have to relieve — 
How blanched are their faces! 
If only ’twerc not Christmas Eve, 
Nor bright other places! 



Dcr Blafer. 


Jtfttit meinem £aud) in rotljc ©lull), 

Tlit Slug* unb $anb in glammemuutl), 
©las! ©laS! 


Unb tuaS 3f)r fiiUt unb ftngenb leert 
§at mir baS SebcnSmarf &er$e!)rt: 
©las! ©las! 


3$ W cS Dor ©ud) an ben SWuitb 
Unb fdjroing' cS Ijod) im $reife runb — 
©las! ©las! 


Hub mas mein letter $aud) gcmad)t, 

3l)r fd)lagt'$ cnljwci unb fmgfc unb lad)t— 
©laS! ©las! 


Unb bci ber iucifeen glammen 0d)eiit 
2>cnf id) ber lleincn $inbcr mein — 

©las! ©laS! 
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THE GLASS-BLOWER, 


T BREATHE into the red-hot heat; 

A My eye and hand its fury meet — 
Blow! Blow! 

The glass you fill and singing drain 
Has sapped my life and might amain — 
Glass! Glass! 

I’m first to put my lips to it there 
And swing it circling high in air — 

Blow I Blow! 

My last breath makes the very thing 
You break in two, then laugh and sing — 
Glass! Glass! 

Now softly by the white-hot flame 
I call my children each by name — 

Blow! Blow! 



«3» 


SONGS OF TOIL. 


2>te ©tutlj nrirb !alt, balb ties' tdj bort, 
SJZan fegt tnid) mit ben ©djerbcn fort — 

©la@ I ©las! 



SONGS OF TOIL. 
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The fire grows cold; I’ll die, no doubt; 
With broken glass they’ll sweep me out 
Glass 1 Glass! 



2tm IDebftufyl. 

bliitljcnjeiJjen $emb unb rotljem 9iocfc, 

^ 3m ©djleier, ber gur (Srbe niebcrflicjjt, 

2>a$ ^d)iffdjcn jagcnb, baS nue’s SKautfeln fd)ie§t, 
2>ie Heine §aub fo fefi am langen ©tode, 

SBcbt ©pimtgeroeb au8 cigncr ©cibettflode 
2)ic fdjone SQdueritu ©ie tfidjclt, gicfjt 
(Sin fdjclmifdj 23liden auf iljr $inb, baS fdjlicOt 
SBerfdjfimt Me SSimpcr, untcr bunfler ¥odc* 

Unb iibermutfjtg fc^aut ber 93urfd) Ipvein: 

„$fja, bag mirb fiir rneine Sraut ber ©djicicr!" 
©tiU benft bie Gutter an be# Waters grei’n, 

$or fiittfeebn Saljren! an ben $crgen$fd)t*ein 
^$od)t jnft bag ^cuntc! — „%d), bic alte £cicr! 
3d) tanfe nod)! Der $ufu! l)oT bie greier!" 
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THE WEAVER. 


T N scarlet gown and blouse like lily-flower 
1 And flowing veil, a peasant woman tends 
The shuttle, darting like a mouse. She lends 
To the long beam her little hand’s full power 

To spin a web from silken floss. One dower 
She has — her beauty. How she laughs and sends 
A roguish twinkle to her child, that bends 
At every glance its shame-faced head the lower! 

Her forward boy looks in, exclaiming low: 

“ Aha, my bride shall wear that long veil of hers I ” 
The mother muses on her husband's vow 

Just fifteen years ago: "The ninth child now — 

The old, old tale I — beneath my heart’s shrine hovers. 
I’ll christen more. — The devil take the lovers! ” 
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Diamantenfdjleifer. 

|£d)on brcifiig 3aljr on etnem 9fab 

^ 3n $3(cl fair 14 ben @iein, 

23iS er bie feinfien tfantcn Ijat 
Unb SJeuergluti) barein* 

2>a8 geuer auS bent GrbcttfdjTnnb, 
2>a8 Seiner nadjgemadjt; 

2)a$ gcucr, ba8 int Siugeitgrunb, 
fftur £ieb' tmb £afj entfadjt. 

©as bUfet tni4 fo gebeintnifctooU 
Unb fo bcrlotfenb an, 

2$a8 Iicf)tXo3 au8 bcr STicfe quoll; 
34 bin ber ijaubrer bann, 

S)ur4 bcffen §anb bie ^aiferin 
(Sr(l flraljtenb rei4 gcf4nuicft — 

2)a$ SRcinPc, Ijolje $errf4crtn, 

2iu$ SRuft unb @taub gcbriitft. 
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THE DIAMOND-POLISHER. 


HTHESE thirty years upon a wheel 
1 I sink the stone in lead, 

'Till finest cuts at last reveal 


The deep fire’s golden-red I 


Those flames from out the earth's abyss 
No one can imitate; 

The flames, that beauty's eyelids kiss, 
Are fanned by love or hate. 


Mysteriously on me, who hang 
Spell-bound, its colors shine; 

For rayless from the earth it sprang; 
The magic art is mine 


Through which the mistresses of thrones 
Are dazzlingly arrayed — 

But, noble dames, the purest stones 
Of soot and dust are made! 
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Dcr (Seigcnmacficr. 


P 


fir trfiumte, bag bie (5ngct 
3m ^or tyeniicbcrgefdjttjcbt 
Sit nteinc Heine SBertfiatt — 

SBor ©lucf bab* id) gebebt! 


©ie nabnien bie ©eigen afle 
§erab, tuie SBtumen gefdjaart, 
SBegamten ein Srentitlieren 
25ic Sleolsbarfcn gart. 

Stanit fdjrnoE cS bis gum SBraufen, 
3ur Subelfompbonie, 

Hub fdjludjgte JHagett bagmifdjett — 
©o meinen SJiettfdjen nie I 


<5s mar ber ©p^Sren Saudjgcn, 
(5s mar ber SBeltcn Bcib; 

Uub icidjefttb fpietten bie (Sugcl 
Sie £inber irn ©trablenfleib. 



THE VIOLIN-MAKER. 


F DREAMED a chorus of angels 

A Came down one night to me 

Within my little workshop — 

I trembled with ecstasy I 

They took the violins to them, 

As children the flowers they find; 

They began an aeolian quaver 
As soft as the sound of the wind. 

And then to a symphony swelling, 

To a burst of joy did it grow; 

But between I heard a sobbing — 

Ah, never do men weep so! 

The spheres were singing with triumph, 
The worlds were sobbing with woe; 

The angels were laughing and playing 
Like children with raiment aglow. 
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SONGS OF TOIL. 


9?un fottt Sfjv mid) fatten iinb legcn; 
SKit toirb far ©arg ni<f)t fdjtter; 

fann btc ©eigen nidjt Ijoren 
Sou SUtatfdjcnljanfau meljrl 



SONGS OF TOIL . 


i4t 


Come, take me now to the graveyard; 

No longer the coffin I fear; 

The violin-playing of mortals 
I never again can hear! 



Stcinfdjnctbcr, 



ir fcigcn, fagen, fagcu l)in nub Ijer, 
Slogans, tagein, jaljrein, {aljraus. 


3n ©onnenbranb unb ©turmgcbrauS, 


Unb langfam fleigt ba8 ©otteeljauS — 


2Bir feben’8 nimmerntefir! 


2$ir fagen, fagen, fagen unb Ijin ♦ 

3Die ©oune fiirfjt, baS Staffer 
2)cr Slugen i^raft in ©taub erlifdjt, 

Unb unfcr 9?am’ in ©taub berroifdjt — 
$cin 9tuljm unb fcin ©etoiitn! 


2Bir fdgen, f5gen, fSgcn tminer nod)! 
5)n Ucber ©ott im $immeiblau, 
©ie^fl {cbcn ©tcin 3)u tooljl genau, 
SDie armen Scut* an ©eincm 33au, 
2Dic Stficntanb ac^tct bod}? 
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THE STONE-CUTTER. 


\ I TE hammer, hammer, hammer on and on, 

* * Day-out, day-in, throughout the year, 

In blazing heat and tempests drear; 

God’s house we slowly heavenward rear — 
We’ll never see it done I 

We hammer, hammer, hammer, might and maim 
The sun torments, the rain-drops prick, 

Our eyes grow blind with dust so thick; 

Our name in dust, too, fadeth quick — 

No glory and no gain! 

We hammer, hammer, hammer ever on. 

O blessed God on Heaven’s throne, 

Dost thou take care of every stone 
And leave the toiling poor alone. 

Whom no one looks upon? 
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